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To the Right Honourable the 


8 0 U N TEES 8 


O F 


— —— —̃ Eadie WEILL ont 


Ma a: 


CX MONG the many Novelties 
NA . with which Your LADYSHIP, 

a Stranger in our Nation, is 
ERA daily entertain'd, You have not 
yet been made acquainted with the Poeti- | 
cal Engliſh Liberty, the Right of Dedi- 1 
cation; which entitles us to a Privilege | 
of Celebrating whatever for its Native 
Excellence is the juſt Object of Praiſe; 
and is an Ancient Charter, by which the 
Muſes have always a Free Accels to the 
Habitation of the Graces, 


A 3 Hence 


2 ts. 1 22 ore * * —_—_— 


mn DEDICATION, 
Hence it is that this Comedy waits on 
Your Ladyſhip, and preſumes to wel- 
come You amongſt us; though indeed, 
Madam, we are ſurpriſed to ſee You -. 
bring with You, what we thought was 
of our own Growth only, an agreeable 
Beauty: Nay, me muſt aſſure You, that 
we cannot give up ſo Dear an Article of 


our Glory, but aſſert it by our Right in 


You : For if *tis a Maxim founded on 
the Nobleſt Human Law, that of Hoſ- _ 
pitality, that every Soil is a Brave Man's 
Country, England has a very juſt Pre- 
tence of Claiming as a Native, a Daugh- 


ter of Mr. Scravenmore. 


But Your Ladyſhip is not only endear= 


ed to us by the great Services of your 


Father, but alſoby the kind Offices of your 


Huſband, whoſe frank Carriage falls in 
with our Genius, which is Free, Open, 
and Unreſerved. In this the Generoſity 
of Your Tempers makes you both excel 


in ſo peculiar a Manner, that your Good 


Actions are their own Reward; nor can 
they be return'd with Ingratitude, for 


none can forget the Benefits You confer 
ſo ſoon as You. do Your delves, 1 


But ye have a more indiſputable Title 
to a Dramatick Performance, than all 
theſe Advantages; for You are Your- 


ſelves, in a degenerate low- Age, the 
nobleſt Characters which that fine Paſſion 
that ſupports the Stage has inſpir d; and 


as You have practis'd as Generous a Fide- 


lity as the Fancies of Poets have ever 
drawn in their Expecting Lovers, ſo may 


you enjoy as high a Proſperity as ever 


they have beſtow'd on their Rewarded : 


This You may poſſeſs in an happy Se- 


_ curity, for your Fortunes cannot move 
ſo much Envy, as Your Perſons Love, 


I am, 
Mavya M, 
Your Ladyſhi p's moſt Devoted 5 


Humble Servant, 


RICHARD STEEL RE. 
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DEDICATION. vi 
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PREFACE: 


noured with the Prefence of the Duke of 
Devonſpire, who is as diſtinguiſhed by his 


T* Rehearſal of this Comedy was ho- 


fine Underſtanding as High Quality; the Inno- 


cence of it moved him to the Humanity of expref- 
ung himſelf in its Favour. Tis his Manner to be 
pleaſed where he is not offended; a Condeſcenſion 


which delicate Spirits are obliged to for their own 
Faſe, for they would have but a very ill Time of it, 
if they ſuffered themſelves to be diverted with no- 
thing but what could bear their Judgment. 


That elegant and illuſtrious Perſon, will, I hope, 
pardon my Gratitude to the Town, which obliges 
me to report ſo ſubſtantial a Reaſon for their Ap- 
Probation of this Play, as that he permitted it : 
But I know not in what Words te thank my Fel- 


low- Soldiers for their Warmth and Zeal in my 
Behalf, nor to what to attribute their undeſerved 


Favour, except it be, that *ris habitual to them to 
Tun to the Succour of thoſe they ſee in Danger,— 

The Subject of the Drama tis hoped will be ac- 
ceptable to all Lovers of Mankind; ſince Ridicule 


is partly levelled at a fet of People who live in 


impatient Hopes to ſee us out of the World, a 


Flock of Ravens that attend this numerous City 


for their Carcaſes; but indeed, *tis not in the 


Power of any Pen to ſpeak them better than they 
do themſelyes: As for example, on a Door, I juſt 
now paſt by, a great Artiſt thus informs us of his 
| Cures upon the Dead. 3 


| WW 5 W. 


75 

I» 

2 
, 


PREP 1 . ix 


W. W. Known and approved for his Art of Em- 
balming, having preſerved the Corps of a Gentle- 
woman ſweet and entire Thirteen Years, without 
 embawelling, and has reduced the Bodies of ſeveral 


Perſons of Quality to Sweetneſs in Flanders and 


Ireland, after Nine Months Putrefactian in the 
| Groand, and they were known by their Friends in 


England. No Man perfarmeth the like. 


He muſt needs be ſtrangely in love with this 


Life, who is not touched with this kind Invitation 
to be pickled; and the noble Operator muſt be al- 
lowed a very uſeful Perſon for bringing old Friends 
together; nor would it be unworthy his Labour to 
give us an Account at large of the ſweet Conver- 
lation that aroſe upon — ſuch an entire 
Friend as he mentions. 

hut to be ſerious; is there any Thing, but its 
being downright Fact, could make a rational Crea- 
ture believe 'twere poſible to arrive at this fantaſtic 
poſthumous Folly? Not at the ſame Time bus. 
that it were Buffoonery rather than Satire to ex- 
plode all Funeral Honours ; but then it is certain- 
ly neceſſary to make tnem ſuch that the Mourners 
ſhould be in Earneſt, and the Lamented worthy of 
our Sorrow: But this Purpoſe is ſo far from being 
ſerved, that it is utterly deſtroyed by the manner 
of Proceeding among us, where the Obſequies, 

which are due only to the beſt and higheſt of Hu- 
man Race (to admoniſh their ſhort Survivors that 
neither Wit nor Valour, nor Wiſdom, nor Glor 

can ſuſpend our Fate) are proſtituted, and beſtowed 
upon ſuch as have nothing in common with Men, 

but their Mortality. 
hut the dead Man is not to paſs off ſo eaſily, for 


his ** Thoughts are alſo to ſuffer Diſſection, and 


. it 


„ lth Sunday os TEES > * 


9393 


+>" 


— , YOESDY: oe iae 3 


+ 4 —— es 232 r 


5 
i 
N 
4 | 
! 
4 
1 
; 


* „000 
it ſeems there is no Art to be learned to ſpeak our 
own Senſe in other Mens Words, and a Man in a 
Gown that never ſaw his Face ſhall tell you im- 
mediately the Deſign of the Deceas'd, better than 
all his old Acquaintance; which is ſo perfect an 
Hocus Pocus, that without you can repeat ſuch and 
ſuch Words, you cannot convey what is in your 
Hands into another's; but far be it from any Man's 
Thought to ſay there are not Men of ſtrict Inte- 
grity of the Long Robe, tho! it is not every Body's 
good Fortune to meet with them. En | 
However the daily legal Villanies we ſee com- 
mitted, will alſo be efteemed Things proper to be 
proſecuted by Satire, nor could our enſuing Legiſ- 
latives do their Country a more ſeaſonable Office, 
than to look into the Diſtreſſes of an unhappy 
People, who groan perhaps in as much Miſery un- 
der entangled, as they could do under broken 
Laws; nor could there be a Reward high enough 
2ihpned for a great Genius, if ſuch may be found, 
who has Capacity ſufficient to glance through the 
falſe Colours that are put upon us, and propoie to 
the Fngliſb World, a Method of making Juſtice 
flow in an uninterrupted Stream ; there 1s ſo clear 
a Mind in being, whom we will name in Words 
that of all Men breathing can be only ſaid of him: 
*I'is he that is Excellent. | „ 


Seu linguam cauſis acuit, ſeu Civica Jura, 
Reſponſare parat, ſeu condit amabile carmen, 
Other Enemies that may ariſe againſt this poor 


Play are indeed leſs terrible, but much more power- 
ful-than theſe, and they are the Ladies; but if there 


is any thing that argues a ſowered Man, who laſnes 


all for Lady Brumpton ; we may hope there will 
be ſeen alſo a devoted Heart, that eſteems all for 
Lady Sbarlat.— „„ = 


PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. W. ILKS. 


IV Ature' s deſerted, and Dramatick Art, | 
To dazzle now the Lye, has left the Heart; ; 

Gay Lights and Dreſſes, long extended Scenes, 

Dæmons and Angels mowing in Machines; 

Al that can now, or pleaſe, or fright the F air, 

May be performed wwithout a Writer's Care, 

And is the Skill of Carpenter, not Player. 

Old Shakeſpear's Days could not thus far advance; 

But what's his Buſkin to our Ladder Dance? 

In the mid Region a filk Youth to fland, 

With that unwieldy Engine at Command ! 

| Gorg'd with intemperate Meals while here you fits 

Mell may you take Attivity for Wit: 

Fye, let Confufion on ſuch Dulneſs ſeize ; 

Bluſh you're ſo pleas'd, as we that fo we pleaſes 

But we, ftiil kind to your inverted Senſe, 

Do moſt unnatural Things once more diſpenſe. 

For fince you're flill prepoſt'rous in Delight, 

Our Author made, a full Houſe to invite, 

A Funeral Comedy to-night. 

| Nor does be fear that you will take the Hint, 

And let the Funeral his own be meant; 

No, in Old England nothing can be won 

Without a Faction, Good or Ill be done; 

To own this our frank Author does not fear ;. 

| But hopes for a prougitng party here : 

He knows Þ has num rous Friends, nay, knows they'll hea it, 

Aud for the F ellow. Soldier Jave the Potts 
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Dramatis 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
| M E N. 


Lord Brumpton. Mr. Thomas. 
Lord Hardy, Son to Lord Brumpton, Mr. Cibber. 
Mr. Campley. Mr. Wilks, 

Mr. Trufty, Steward to Lord Brumpton. Mr. Milli. 
Cabinet, Mr. Toms. 

Mr. Sable, an TE Re TY MI. Jehnſor. 
Puxxle, a Lawyer. Mr. Bowen, 
Trim, Servant to Lord Hardy. Mr. Penkethmang 
Tem, the Lawyer's Clerk. Mr. Fairbank, 

WOMEN. 

Lady Brumpton. Mrs. 88 | 
Lady Shar lot Orphan-Siftersleftin F Mrs. Olafeld. 
Lady Harriet ] ward N Mre. Rogers. 

Mademoiſelle d' Epingli. Mrs. Lucas. 
Cattleaid. Mrs. Ken. 
Mrs. Fardingale. Mr. Norris. 
Kare Match/ock. hs Mr. Bullet. 


Fi ſhow Ladies, sable der vas, Recruits, bee. 
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ACT "SCENT 1. 


Enter Cabinet, Sable, and Campley. 
Sx urſt into Laughter, I can't bear to ſee 
= KA writ over an Undertaker's Door, Dreſſes for 


know you are of the Laughers, the Wits that take the 


Liberty to deride all Things that are magnificent and 
Cat. Nay, but after all, I can't but admire Sable's 
nice diſcerning on the ſuperfluous Cares of Mankind, 
that could lead them to the Thought of raiſing an 
Eſtate by providing Horſes, Equipage, and Furniture, 
for thoſe that no longer need 'em. = 
Cab. But is it not ſtrangely contradictory, that Meg 
can come to ſo open, ſo apparent an Hypocriiy, as in the 


Face | 
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8 The FUN E RAIL: Or, 


Face of all the World, to hire profeſſed Mourners to 
| pt lament, and follow in their Stead, the neareſt 
elations, and ſuborn others to do by Art, what they 
themſelves ſhould be prompted to by Nature ? 5 
Sab. That's reaſonably enough ſaid, but they regard 
themſelves only in all they act; for the Deceas'd, and the 
poor Dead are delivered to my Cuſtody, to be embalm'd, 
flaſh'd, cut, and dragg'd about, not to do them Honour, 
but to ſatisfy the Vanity or Intereſt of their Survivors. 
Cam. This Fellow's every way an Undertaker! How 
well and luckily he talks! his prating ſo aptly, has, 
methinks, ſomething more ridiculous in it, than if he 
were abiurd ! lceaAlae to Cabinet. 
Cab. But, as Mr. Campley ſays, how could you dream 
of making a Fortune from ſo chimerical a Foundation, 
as the Proviſion of Things wholly needleſs and inſigni- 


_ficani ? 


Fab. Alas, Gentlemen, the Value of all Things under 


the Sun is merely fantaſtick: We run, we ſtrive, and 
purchaſe Things with our Blood and Money, _ IN 


foreign to our intrinſick real Happineſs, and which 


have a Being in Imagination only, as you may ſee by 
the Pother that is made about Precedence, Titles, 


Court-Favour, Maidenheads and China-ware. 
Cam. Ay, Mr. Sable, but all thoſe are Objects that 
promote our Joy, are bright to the Eye, or ſtamp upon 
our Minds Pleaſure and Self. ſatis faction. 
Sab. You are extremely miſtaken, Sir; for one would 
wonder, to confider that after all our Outcries againſt 
Self-intereſted Men, there are few, very few in the 
whole World that live to themſelves, bur facrifice their 
Boſom- Bliſs to enjoy a vain Show and Appearance of 
Proſperity in the Eyes of others; and there is often no- 


thing more inwardly diſtteſs'd, than a young Bride in 


her glittering Retinue, or deeply joyful, than a young 
Widow in her Weeds and black Train; of both which, 
the Lady of this Houſe may be an Inſtance, for ſhe has 
been the one, and is, [I'll be ſworn, the other. 1 
Cab. You talk, Mr. Sable, moſt learnedly! _ 

| | a ads 


Grier A-LA-MODE. 15 


. . Sab.lhavethedeepeſt Learning, Sir, Experience: Re. 
member your Widow-Couſin that married laſt Month, 
Cab. Ay, but how cou'd you imagine ſhe was in all 

that Grief an Hypocrite !--Could all thoſe Shrieks, 
thoſe Swoonings, that rifing falling Boſom be con- 

ſtrain'd ? You're uncharitable, Sable, to believe i. 

what Colour, what Reaſon had you for it ? 

Sab. Firſt, Sir, her Carriage in her Concerns with me, 
for I never yet could meet with a ſorrowful Relict, but 
was herſelf enough to make a hard Bargain with me 
Yet I muſt confeſs they have frequent Interruptions of 
_ Grief and Sorrow when they read my Bill—but as for 
her, nothing, ſhe reſolv'd, that look'd bright or joyous 
ſhould after her Love's Death approach her. All herSer- 
vuants that were not Coal black muſt turn out; a fairCome 
plexion made her Eyes and Heart ake, ſhe'd none but 
downright Jet, and to exceed all Example, ſhe hir ' d my 
Mourning Furniture by theYear,and in caſe of my Mor- 
kality ty'd my Son to the ſame Article; ſo in ſix Weeks 


Time ran away with a young Fellow—Pr'ythee, puſh on 


briſkly, Mr. Cabinet, now is your Time to have this Widow, 
for attleaid tells me ſhe always ſaid ſhe'd never marry— 
Cab. As you ſay, that's generally the moſt hopeful 
Nie 5 . N 
845. I tell you, Sir, *tis an infallible one; you know 

thoſe Profeſſions are only to introduce Diſcourſe of Ma- 

trimony and young Fellows. | * 
Cab. But I ſwear I could not have Confidence ev'n 
aſter all our long Acquaintance, and the mutual Love 
which his Lordſhip (who indeed has now been ſo kind 
as to leave us) has ſo long interrupted, to mention a 
Thing of ſuch a Nature ſo unſeaſunably— 
Sab. Unſeaſonably! Why I tell you *tis the only Seaſon 
(granting herSorrow unfeign'd :) When would you ſpeak 
ot Paſſion, but in the Midſt of Paſſions ? There's a what 
d'ye call, a Criſis— The lucky Minute that's fo talk'd 


of, is aMoment between]oy and Grief, which you muſt 


take hold of, and puſh your Fortune—But get you in, 
and you'll beſt read your Fate intheReceptionMrs,T attle- 
sid gives you: All ſhe ſays, and all ſhe does, nay, her 
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16 The FUN E RAL: Or, 

very Love and Hatred are mere Repetition of her Lady- 
ſhip's Paſſions: VII ſay that for her, ſhe's a true Lady's 
Woman, and 1s herſcif as much a ſecond-hand Thing, 


as her Clothes, But I muſt beg yourPardon, Gentlemen, 
my People are come | ſee— | Exeunt Cab. and Camp. 


Enter Sable's Men. 


Where in the Name of Goodneſs have you all been! 


Have you brought the Saw-duſt and Tar for embalm- 


» 


ing? Have you the Hangings and the Sixpenny Nails, 


and my Lord's Coat of Arms? 
Bo =. et Sawant. £ 3 
Serv. Ves, Sir, and had come ſooner, but I went to the 
Herald's for a Coat for Alderman Gathergrea/e that died 
laſt Night—he has promiſed to invent one againſt to- 
morrow. | 7 | 
Sab. Ah! Pox take ſome of our Cits, the firſt Thing 
after their Death is to take Care of their Birth—Pox, let 


him bear a Par of Stockings, he's the firſt of his Family 
that ever wore one: Well, come you that are to be Mour- 


ners in this Houſe put on your ſad Looks, and walk by 


WainſcotFace malt be o'top of the Stairs; that Fellow's 


almoſt in a Fright (that looks as if he were full of ſome 

98 the h ntrar ce of the Hall - So—but PII. 

ſix you all myſelf Let's have no laughing now on any | 
Provocation: [ mates Faces.) Look yonder that hale wel l- 


23 Puppy! You ungratefulScoundrel, did not Ipity 
you, take you out of a great Man's Service, and ſhew you 
the Pleaſure of receiving Wages ? Did not U give youTen, 


then ifteen, now Twenty Shiflings a Weck, to beSorrow- 
ful? and the more [give you, I thi k, the Gladderyou are. 


Enter a Boy. 


Boy. Sir, the Grave-digger of St. Timorhy's in the 


Fields would ſpeak with you. 
Sab. Leti.im come in 
Enter Grave: digger. 


 Grav, 1 carry'd home o your Houſe the Shrowd the 
Gentleman was bury'd in laſt Night; I could not get his 


me that I may ſort you: Ha you! a little more upon 
the Diſmal; | forming their Countenances—] this Fellow has 
a good mortal Look—place him near the Corps: That 


Grirr A-La-MoDE. 17 


Ring off veryeaf ly, thereſorelbrought you the Fingetand 


all; and, Sir, the Sexton gives his Service to you, and de- 
fires to know whether you'd have any Bodies remov'd or 
not: If not, he'lI let em lie in their Graves a Weeklonger. 
Sab. Give him mysServiee, I can't tell readily: but our 
Friend, tell him, Dr. Paſſi port, with the Powder, has pro- 
miſed me fix or ſevenFunersls this Week. Ill ſend to our 
Country-Farm at Ker/ington- Gravel. Pits, and our City- 
Houſe in Wen low for News, you ſhall know Time 


enough. Hark'ee, be ſure there's Care taken to give my 
Lady Languifh's Woman a Fee to keep out that young 


Fellow who came laſt from Oxford; he'll ruin us all. 

ys | Enter Goody Traſh. | 
T wonder, Goody Traſp, you could notbe more punctual; 
when | told you 1 wanted you, and your twoDaughters, 
to be three Virgins to-night to ſtand in White about my 
Lady Catherine vet ge Body, and you know you were 
privately to bring her Home from the Man-Midwife's, 


_ "Where ſhe died in Child-birch to be buried ke a Maid; 


5 butthere is nothing minded: Well, I have put off that till 
to- morrow; go, and get your Bag of Brick duſt and your 
Whiting. Go, and fell to the Cook-maids; know who 


is ſurfeited about Town: Bring me nn bad News, none 


of your Recoveries again. And you, Mr, Blockhead, I 
warrant you have not call'd at Mr. Pe/le*s the Apothecary: 
Will that Fellow never pay me? I ſtand bound for all the 
Poiſon in that ſtarvin Marderer's Shop : He ſerves me 


Juſt as Dr. 2uibus did, who promiſed to write a Treatiſe 


againſt Water-Gruel, a damn'd healthy Slop that hasdone 
me more Injury than all the Faculty: Look you now, you 
are all upon the Sneer, let me have none but downright 
ſtupid Countenances - I've a good mind to turn you all 

| off and take People out of theÞlay-houſe ; but hang em 
they are as ignorant of their Parts as you are of yours, 
they never act but when theyfpeak; whenthe chief Indi- 
cation of the Mind is in theGeſture, or indeed in caſe of 
Sorrow, in no Geſture, except you were to act a Widow, 


or ſo.— But yours, youDolts, is all in dumbShow,damb 


Show, I mean expreſſive eloquent Show: As who can 


ſee ſuch an horrid uglyPhiz as that Fellow's, and not be 


ſhock' d- 
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thock'd, offended and killed of all Joy while be beholdy + 
it? But we muſt not loiter—Ye flupid Rogues, whom 
have picked out of the Rubbiſh of Mankind, and fed 
for your eminent Worthleſsneſs, attend, and know that 
I ſpeak you this Moment Riff and immutable to all 
Senſe of Noiſe, Mirth or Laughter: [Makes Mouths at em 
as they paſs by him to Bring em to a conſtant Countenauce.] 
So, they are pretty well—pretty well 26 
_ Enter Truity and Lord Brampton, _ 
Tru. *T was Fondneſs, Sir, and tender Duty to you, 
who have been ſo worthy and ſo juſt a Maſter to me, 
made me ſtay near you ; they left me ſo, and there I 
found you wake from your Lethargick Slumber ; on 
which I will aſſume an Authority to beſeech you, Sir, 
to make juſt Uſe of your revived Life, in ſeeing wh 
are your true Friends, and knowing her who has io 
wrought upon your noble Nature, as to make it act 
againſt itſelf in diſinheriting your brave Son, _ 
Id. B. Sure tis impoſſible ſhe ſhould be ſuch a Crea - 
ture as you tell me My Mind reflects upon ten thou- 
ſand Endearments that plead unanſwerably for her: Her 
chaſte reluctant Love, her eaſy Obſervance of all my 
_ wayward Humours, to which ſhe would accommodate 
Herſelf with ſo much Eaſe, I could ſcarce obſerve it was 


a Virtue in her; ſhe hid her very Patience. 
Tru. It was all Art, Sir, or Indiference to you, for 
what I ſay is downright Matter of Fat, 
Ld. B. Why didſt thou ever tell me it! or why not 
in my Life-time, for I muſt call it ſo, nor can I date a 
Minute mine, after her being falſe, all paſt that Mo- 
ment is Death and Darkneſs ; Why didſt thou not tell 
me then, I ſay? VNV Eh 
Tru. Becauſe you were too much in Love with her to 
be inform' d; nor did I ever know a Man that touch'd on 
Conjugal Affairs couldever reconcilethe jarring Humours 
but in a common Hatred of the Intermedler : But on 
this moſt extraordinary Occaſion, which ſeems e 
out by Heaven itſelf to diſengage you from your Cruelty 
and Baniſhment of an innocent Child, I muſt, I Will 
conjure you to be conceal'd, and but contain yourſelf, = 
F 
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in hearing one Diſcourſe with that curs'd Inſtrument of 


all her Secrets, that Tazrleaid, and you'll ſee what I tell 
you; you'll call me then your Guardian and good Genius. 
Ld. B. Well, you ſhall govern me, but would I had 
 dy'd in earneſt ere I had known it; my Head ſwims, as 


it did when 1 fell into my Fit, at the Thoughts of it 
How dizzy a Place is this World you live in! All hu- 


man Life's a mere Vertigo! | | Rs 
Tra, Ay, ay, my Lord, fine Reflections, fine Reflee- 
tions, but that does no Buſineſs: Thus, Sir, we'll tand con- 
ceal'd, and hear, I doubt not, a much ſincerer Dialogue 


than uſual between vicious Perſons ; for a late Accident 


has given a little Jealouſy, which makes them over. act 
their Love and Confidence in each other. ¶ They retire. 
Enter Widow and Tattleaid meeting, and running 10 

2 Ys each other. _ Sd 

Vid. Oh, Tattleaid! His and our Hour is come! 

Tat. 1 always ſaid by his Church-yard Cough, you'd 
bury him, but ſtill you were impatien. 

Mid. Nay, thou | 
fident, my Friend, and my Servant; and now I'll reward 


thy Pains; for tho? I ſcorn the whole Sex of Fellows, Pl 


give 'em Hopes for thy Sake; every Smile, every Frown, 
every Geſture, Humour, Caprice and Whimſey of mine, 
| ſhall be Gold to thee Girl; thou ſhalt feel all the Sweets 
and Wealth of being a fine rich Widow's Woman: Oh! 
how my Head runs my firſt Year out and jumps to all the 


Joys of Widowhood! If thirteen Months hence a Friend 


ſhould haul one to a Play one has a Mind to ſee, what 


Pleaſure "twill be, when my Lady Brumpton's Footman's 


called (who kept a Place for that very Purpoſe) to make a 

| ſudden Inſurrection of fine Whigs in the Pit and Side 
Boxes. Then, with a pretty Sorrow in one's Face, and a 
willing Bluſh for being ſtared at, one ventures to look 

round, and bow to one of one's own Quality. Thus [very 
dire&1y] to a ſnug pretending Fellow of no Fortune. Thus 
1 5 ſcarce ſeeing him] to one that writes Lampoons. Thus 
I fearfully] to One one really loves: Thus [ /ooking down] 


to one Woman Acquaintance ; from Box to Box thus; 


[with Locks differently familiar] And when one has done 


one's 


aſt ever been my Comfort, my Con- 
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and fo deceiv d 5 3 
Tat. But I proteſt, Madam, I've always wonder'd how ] 
vou could accompliſhmy young Lord's being diſinherited. 

Mid. Why, Tatty, you muſt know my late Lord - how 


20 The Fux ERAL: Or, 

one's Part, obſerve the Actors do theirs, but with my 

Mind fixed not on thoſe J look at, but thoſe that look 
at me—— Then the Serenades! The Lovers! | 
Tat. Oh, Madam, you make my Heart bound within 


me: I'll warrant you, Madam, I'll manage 'em all; 


and indeed, Madam, the Men are really very ſilly Crea- 


tures, 'tis no ſuch hard Matter They Rulers! They 
Governors! I warrant you indeed! | 


Mid. Ay, Tattleaid, they imagine themſelves mighty 


Things, but Government founded on Force only, is a 
brutal Power We rule them by their Affections, which 


blinds them into Belief that they rule us, or at leaſt are 
in the Government with us--But in this Nation our Pow- 


er is abſolute ; thus, thus, we ſway—{ Playing her Fan] 
A Fan is both the Standard and the Flag of England I 


laugh to ſee Men go on our Errands, ftrut in great Offi - 


ces, live in Cares, Hazards and Scandals, tv come Home 


and be Fools io us in Brags of their Diſpatches, Nego- 
tiations, and their Wiſdoms—as my 
uſed to entertain me; which, I to relieve myſelf from 


would liſp fome filly Requeſt, pat him on the Face—He 


ſhakes his head at my pretty Folly, calls me Simpleton; 
gives me a Jewel, then goes to Bed ſo wiſe, ſo ſatisfied, 


pony that ſounds, my late Lord! But I ſay, my late 
I. ord Fribble was Generoſity— I preis'd him there, 


and whenever you, by my Order, had told him Stories to 


my Son-in-law*s Difadvantage, in his Rage and Reſent - 


ment, I (whoſe Intereſt lay otherwiſe) always fell on my 
"Knees to implore his Pardon, and with Tears, Sighs and 


Importunities for him prevail'dagainſt him: Beſides this, 
you know I had, when I pleaſed, Fits; Fits are a mighty 


Help in the Government of a good-natur'd Man: but in 
an ill natur'd Fellow have a Care of *em—he'll hate you 
for natural Iafirmities; will remember your Face in its 


Diſtortion, and not value your Return of Beauty. 


Dear deceas'd 
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Tat. O rare Madam! your Ladyſhip's a great Head- 
piece; but now, dear Madam, is the hard Taſk, if I 
may take the Liberty to ſay it to enjoyall Freedoms, 

and ſeem to abſtain, to manage the Number of Preten- 
ders, and keep the Diſobliged from prating—— _ 
Vid. Never fear, Tattleaid; while you have Riches, 
jf you affront one to abuſe, you can * Hopes to ano- 
ther to defend you: Theſe Maxims J have been laying 
up all my Huſband's Life- time, for we muſt provide a- 
gainſt Calamities— ae? 
Tat. But now, Madam, a fine young Gentleman with 
a red Coat, that dances IO | : 
Mid. You may be ſure the nappy Man (if it be in Fate 
that there is a happy Man to make me an unhappy Wo- 
man) ſhall not be an old one again : Ape and Youth 
married, is the Crueltyin Dryden"sVirgil, a we Mexzentius 
ties the Dead and Living together; I'm ſure I was ty'd 
to a dead Man many a long Day before I durſt bury him 
But the Day is now my own—Yet now I think on't, 
T attleaid, be ſute to keep an obſtinate Shyneſs to all our 
old Acquaintance: Let'em talk of Favours if they pleaſe, 
if we grant 'em ſtill, they'll grow Tyrants to us; if we 
diſcard *em, the Chaſte and Innocent will not believe 
we could have Confidence to do it, where it ſo; and 
the Wiſe, if they believe it, will applaud our Prudence. 
Tat. Ay, Madam l velieve, Madam Iſpeak, Madam, 
but my humble Senſe - Mr. Cabinet would marry you. 
Vid. Marry me! No, Tattleaid, he that is ſo mean as 
to marry a Woman after an Affair with her, will be ſo 
baſe as to upbraid that very Weakneſs : He that marries 
his Wench will uſe her like his Wench——Such a Pair 
muſt ſure live in a ſecret mutual Scorn of each other— 
and Wedlock is Hell, if at leaſt one Side does not love, as 
it would be Heaven if both did; and 1 believe it ſo much 
Heaven, as to think it was never enjoyed in this World, 
— Enter a Woman, © 35 IN 

Vom. A Gentleman to Mrs. Tattleaid= [ Exit. Tat. 
Vid. Go to him—Bleſs me, how careleſs and o 
have ] been to this ſubtle Creature in the Caſe of Cali 
net, ſhe's certainly in his Intereſts - We People * 
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dition are never guarded enough againſt thoſe about us: 


They watch when our Minds boil over witlt Joy or Grief, 
to come in upon us: How miſerable *tis to have One 
one hates always about one, and when one can't endure 


one's own Reflection upon ſome Actions, who can bear the 
Thoughts af another upon em? But ſhe has me by deep 
Secrets The 1talians, they ſay, can readily remove the 
too much intruſted—Oh, their pretty ſcented Gloves ! 
This Wench I know has play'd me fal 


Engliſh Liberty to thee, for thy much dearer Female Plea · 
ſure, Revenge! Well, what's the Matter, dear Tarr 
8 Enter Tattleaid. | | 

Tat. The Matter, Madam ? why, Madam, Counſellor 
Puzzle is come to wait on your Ladyſhip about the Will 
and the Conveyance of the Eftate—there muſt, it ſeems, 
be no Time loſt for Fear of Things; fye, fye, Madam, you 
a Widow theſe there Hours, and not look'd on a Parch- 
ment yet - Oh impious to negle@ the Will of the Dead! 
Mid. As you ſay indeed, there is no Will of a Huſ- 
band's ſo willingly obey'd as his laſt. But I muſt go in. 
and receive him in my Formalities, leaning on a Couch 


1s as neceſſary a Poſture, as his going behind his Deſk 


when he ſpeaks to a Client—But do you bring him in 
hither till am ready 6 Exit. 
Tat. Mr. Counſellor, Mr. Counſellor [ Calling. 
Enter Puzzle and Clerk. 
Puz. Servant, good Madam Tattleaid, my ancient 
Friend is gone, but Buſineſs muſt be minded ʒꝛ 
Tat. I told my Lady twice or thrice, as ſhe lies in 
dumb Grief on the Couch within, that you were here, 
but ſhe regarded me not; however, ſince you ſay 'tis of 


ſuch Moment, I'll venture to introduce you: Pleaſe but 
to repoſe here a little, while I ſtep in; for methinks [ 


would a little prepare ger. [Exit Tattleaid. 
 Pux. Alas! Alas! poor Lady! / 


Damn'd Hypocrites ! Well, this Nobleman's Death is a 


little ſudden : Therefore pray let me recollect: Open 
the Bag, good Tom; now Tom thou art my Nephew, my 
dear Siſter Kate's only Son, and my Heir, _ 

1 ==, +5 Wl 


; ſe, and horned me 
in my Galants ; Oh Tah, I could refign all my Female 
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Twill conceal from thee on no Occafion any Thing ; for [ 


would enter thee into Buſineſs as ſoon as poſſible. Know 


then, Child, that the Lord of this Houſe was one of your 
Men of Honour, and Senſe, who loſe the Latter in the 
Former, and are apt to take all Men to be like themſelves; 


now this Gentleman intirely truſted me, and I made the 


only Uſe a Man of Buſineſs can of a Truſt, I cheated 


him; for I imperceptibly, before his Face, made his 


whole Eſtate liable to an hundred per Annum for myſelf, 
for good Services, &c. As for Legacies, they are good 
or not, as I pleaſe ; for let me tell you, a Man muſt take 
Pen, Ink, and Paper, fit down by an old Fellow, and pre- 
tend to take Directions, but a true Lawyer never makes 
any Man's Will bat his own; and as the Prieſt of old 
among us got near the dying Man, and gave all to the 
Church, ſo now the Lawyer gives all to the Law. 
- Clerk, Ay, Sir, but Prieſts then cheated the Nation 
by doing their Offices in an unknown 2 Tp 


pux. True, but ours is a Way much ſurer, for we 
cheat in no 2328 at all, but loll in our own Coaches, 


eloquent in Gibberiſh, and learned in Jingle, = — 
Pull out the Parchment, there's the Deed, I made it as 
Jong as I could Well, I hope to ſee the Day, when 


the Indenture ſhall be the exact Meaſure of the Land 
that paſſes by it For *tis a Diſcouragement to 


the Gown, that every ignorant Rogue of an Heir ſhould 
in a Word or two underſtand his Father's Meaning, and 
hold ten Acres of Land by half an Acre of Parchment 
Hay, I hope to ſee the Time when that there is 
indeed ſome Progreſs made in, ſhall be wholly effected; 
and by the Improvement of the noble Art of Tautology, 
every Inn in Holborn an Inn of Court. -Let others 
think of Logick, Rhetorick, and I know not what 
Impertinence, but mind thou Tautology ———— 
What's the firſt Excellence in a Lawyer ? autology : 
What's the Second? Tautology: What's the Third? 
Tautology: As an old Pleader ſaid of Action: But to 


3 Deed; [ Pulli out an immeaſurable Parchment] 


for the Will is of no Force if I pleaſe, for he was not 
capable of making one after the Former] 


managed 
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wiſe appertaining, or with the ſame 


or leſs; 
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managed it upon which Account I now wait on 
my Lady; by the Way, do you know, the true mean- 
ing of the Word a Deed? ? 
IS Ay, Sir, a Deed is as if a Man ſhould ſay the 
eed. | a E: | 
Pux. Right, 'tis emphatically ſo called, becauſe after 
it——all Deeds and Actions are of no Effect, and you 


have nothing to do but hang yourſelf the only oblig- 
ing Thing you can then do — But I was telling you 
the Uſe of 'Fautology——Read toward the Middle of 


that Inſtrument ; [Clerk reads) I the ſaid Earl of Brump - 


ton, to give, beſtow, grant and bequeath, over and above 


the ſaid Premiſſes, all the Site and Capital Meſſuage 
called by the Name of Oatham, and all Outhouſes, 


| Barns, Stables, and other Edifices and Buildings, Yards, 


Orchards, Gardens, Fields, Arbors, Trees, Lands, 


Earths, Meadows, Greens, Paſtures, Feedings, Woods, 


Underwoods, Ways, Waters, Watercourſes, Fiſhing 
Ponds, Pools, Commons, Common of Paſture, Paths, 


Heath-Thickets, Profits, Commodities, and Emolu- 


ments, with their and every of their Appurtenaaces 
whatſoever, to the ſaid Capital Meſ. yy 
ſuage and Site belonging, or in any} Puzzle nods and 
ſueers as the ſyno+ 

heretofore uſed, occupied or enjoy- 
ed, accepted, executed, known, or ( repeating, uam 
taken as Part, Parcel, or Member of I Lord Promos | 
the ſame ; containing in the Whole | fcornfully mimicks, 
by Eſtimation, four Hundred Acres 
of the large Meaſure, or thereabouts, be the ſame more 
al and ſingular which the ſaid Site, Capital 
Meſſuage, and other the Premiſſes, with their and every 


of their Appurtenances are ſituate, lying and being 


Pax. Hold, hold good Tom; you do come an indeed 


in Bufineſs, but don't uſe your Noſe enough in — 


[Readi in a ridiculous Law: Tone, till out of Breath 


Why you're quite ont—you read to be underfiopd—ler. 


me ſec it the ſaid Earl —— Now again, ſuppoſe this 
wereto be inLatin—| Runs intoLatinTerminations|making 


Latin is only making it no Znghifo—Ego 3 


ai mau Words are © 


de Brumpton—Totas meas Bars - Out honſas & Stabulas 


Nardo. But there needs no further Peruſal.—I now 


recollect the Whole my Lord, by this Inſtrument diſin- 
herits his Son utterly—gives all to my Lady and 
morcover, grants the Wards of two Fortune Wards to 


her—— 1d , to be ſold by her; which is the Subject 


of my Buſineſs to her Lady hip, who methinks a little 


overdoes the Affair of Grief, in letting me ait thus 


long on ſuch welcome Articles But here 


Enter Tattlcaid wiping her Eyes. 


Tat. | have in vain dove all I can to make her re- 
gard m2.---Pray, Mr. Puzzle, you're a ivian of Senſe, 
come in yourſelf, and ſeat Reafon to bring her to 


ſome Conſideration of herſelf, if poſſible. 
Luz. Tom, \'ii come down to the Hall to you; dear 
Madam, lead on. | 0 1 | 
IeEx'it Clerk one Way, Puz. Tatt. anotber. 
La. Brumpton ang Truſty advance from their Conceals 
ment after a long Pauſe, aud ſtaring at each other, 
Id. B. Trufty, on thy Sincerity, on thy Fidelity to 
me thy Friend, thy Patron, and thy Maſter, anſwer me 
directly to one Queſtion : Am I reaily alive? Am I 


that 19entical, that numerical, that very ſame Lord 


Brumpton, that— 
Tru. That very Lord that very Lord Brumpton, the 


very generous, honeſt and good Lord Brumpton, who 


ſpent his ſtrong and riper Tears with Honour and Re. 
putation; but in his Age of Decay declin'd from Vir- 
tue alſo—that very Lord Brumpton who buried a fine 
Lady, who brought him a fine Son, who is a line 


Gentleman; but in his Age, that very Man, unſea- 


ſonably captivated with Youth and Beauty, married a 
very fine young Lady, who has diſhonoured his Bed, 
diſinherited his brave Son, and dances o'er his Grave. 

Id. F. Oh! that damn'd Tautologiſt too>—That 
Puzzl: and his irrevocable Deed 1 [ Payſing] Well, I 
know I do not really live, but wander o'er the Place 
Where once l had a Treaſure l' haunt her, 22. 


gage in that falſe beauteous Face, till ſhe tremble, 
*ull ſhe looks pale, nay, till ſhe bluſnes - — 
| | Tru. 
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2.6 The FUNERAL? Or, 
Tru. Ay, ay, my Lord, you ſpeak a Ghoſt very 


much, there's Fleſh and Blood in that Expreſſion, that 
| falſe beauteous Face! N 


Ld. B. Then ſince you ſce my Weakneſs, be a 


Friend, and arm me with all your Care, and all your 


Reaſon— Of 3 
Tru. If you'll condeſcend to let me direct you you 
ſhall cut cf this rotten Limb, your ſalſe diſloyal Wife, 


and fave your noble Parts, your Son, your Family, 


your Honour, | | | 
Short is the Date in which ill Ads prev ail, 
But Huneſiy's a Rick can never fail. 


b v b h f. f f.. N. fr + 
„„ 
Eurer Lord Hardy ſelus. 10 


IL. H. NO indeed Jam utterly undone; but to ex- 


| ped an Evil ſoftens the Weight of itwhen it 


happens, and Pain no more than Pleaſure is in Realityſo 


great as in Expectation: But what will become of me? 
Howſhall I keep myfelf even above worldly Want: Shall 
I live at Home a ſtiff melancholy poor Man of Quality, 
growuneaſyto my A cquaintance as well asmyſelf, byfan- 
cying I'm {lighted where I am not; with all the thou- 
fand Particularities which attend thoſe whom low For- 
inne and high Spirit make Malecontents? No! We've 


a brave Prince on the Throne, whoſe Commiſſion I 


bear, and a glorious War in an honeſt Cauſe approach- 


ing, [clapping bis Hand on his Sword] in which this 


ſhall cut Bread for me, and may perhaps equal that 
Eſtate to which my Birth entitled me But what to 
do in preſent Prefſſures———Ha ! Trim, [ Calling, 


| Enter Trim, 
Trim. My Lord. 8 8 Bl 
IL. H. How do the poor Rogues that are to recruit 
my Company? „„ „ 
Trim. Do, Sir] They're eat you to your laſt Guinea, 
Ld. H. Were you at the Agent's ? Din, 
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Trim. Yes, TP | 
Ld. H. Well? and how? 


Trim, Why, Sir, for your Arrears, you may have ele- 
ven Shillings in the Pound; but he'll not touch your 


prong Subſiſtence under three Shillings in the Pound 
ntereit— beſides which, you mult let his Clerk Jona- 
than Item. ſwear the Peace againſt you to keep you 
from duelling.——or inſure your Life, which you may 
do for Eight per Cert. On theſe Terms he'll oblige 
you, which he would not do, for any body elle in the 
Regiment, but he has a Friendſhip for you, 
Ld. U. Oh, I'm his humble Servant; but he muſt 
have his own Terms, we can't ſtarve, nor mult the 
Fellows want : But methinks this is a calm Midnight, 
I've heard no Duns to-day. | 25 
Trim. Duns, my Lord? Why now your Father's dead, 
and they can't arreſt you, I ſhall grow a little leſs upon 


the ſmooth with 'em than I have been: Why Friend, 


| ſays I, how often muſt I tell you my Lord is not flir- 
ring: His Lordſhip has not ſlept well, you muſt come 
, Tome other Time, your Lordſhip will ſend for him when 
you are at Leiſure to look upon Money-Affairs; or if 
they are ſo ſaucy, ſo impertinent as to preſs to a Man of 
your Quality for their own— there are Canes, there's 
Bridewel, there's the Stocks for your ordinary Tradeſ- 
men. But to an haughty thriving Covent Garden Mera 
cer, Silk or Laceman, your Lordſhip gives your moſt 


humble Service to him, hopes his Wite's well; you have 


Letters to write, or you'd ſee him yourſelf, but you 
deſire he would be with you punctually ſuch a Day, 
that's to ſay, the Day after you're gone out of Town, 

Ld. H. Go Sirrah, you're ſcurrilous, I won't be- 
lieve there are fach Men.of Quality —d'ye hear, give 


my Service this Afternoon to Mr. Cutpur/e the Agent, 
and tell him I'm obliged to pay him for his readineſs to 


| ſerve me, for I'm reſolved to pay my Debts forthwith— 
IA Price without.) I don't know whether be's within, 

or not: Mr. Trim, is my Lord within? | 
Id. I. Trim, ſee who it is, I an't within you know-- 
us 8 [Trim haut, 
32 1 Ves 
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23 TheFUNERAL: Or, 
Yes, Sir, my Lord's above, pray walk up 
Ld. H. Who can it be? he owns me too, 
Enter Campley and Trim, 
Dear Tom Campley, this is kind——You are an extra - 
ordinary Man indeed, who in the ſudden Acceſſion f 
a noble Fortune can ſtill be yourſelf, and viſit your | 
Jeſs happy Friends, 

Cam. No, you are, my Lord, the extraordinary Man, 
who on the Loſs of an almoſt princely Fortune, can 
be Maſter of a Temper, that makes you the Envy, 
rather than Pity of your more Os not more 
happy Friends. : 

Ld. E. Oh Sir, your Servant —but let me 
gaze on thee a little—————1 han t 5 thee ſince 1 
came Home into England moſt exactly, negli- 
| Fun, genteely dreſs d! I know there's more than or- 

inary in this [beating Campley's Breaft] Come 
Confeſs who ſhares with me here 4 

I muſt have her real and poetical Name: 
| She's in Sonnet, Cynthia— 
Miſtreſs — 

Cam, One you little dream of, tho? ſhe i is in a man- 
ner of your placing there, 

Ld. H. My placing there? 

Cam. Why, my Lord, all the fine Things you e 
ſaid to me in the Camp, of my Lady Sharlo, your 
Father's Ward, ran into my Head ſo very much, that 
I made it my Buſineſs to become acquainted in that Fa- 
mily, which I did by Mr, Cabinet's Means, and am 
now in Love in the ſame Place with your Lordſhip. 
| Id. H. How! in Love1 in the ſame Place with me, 
Mr. Campley ? 

A N Ay, my Lord, with t "other Siſter, with t'other 

—_—. 

Ld, H. What a Dunce was I, not to know which; 
without your naming her ? Why, thou art the only 
Man breathing fit to deal with her- But my Lady S Har- 
let, there's a Woman — 80 eaſily virtuous ! 80 
agreeably ſevere ! Her Motion ſo unaffected, yet ſo 
compos'd! Her Lips breathe nothing but T ruth, good 
_ Senſe, and flowing Wit, e, hath 


—Come | 
-In 4 : 
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Cam. Lady Harriet! there's the Woman; ſuchLife, ſuch 
Spirit, ſuch Warmth in her Eyes—Such a lively com- 
manding Air in her Glances ; fo ſprightly a Mien, that 
carries in it the Triumph of conſcious Beauty, Her Lips 
are made of Gum, and Balm There's iomething in that 
dear Girl that fires my Blood above - above above 
I. d. H. Above what? : 

Cam. A Grenadicr's March, 

I. d. H. A ſoft Simile, I muſt confeſs but oh that 
Sharlot ! to recline this aching Head, full of Care, on 
that tender, ſnowy faithful Boſom ! 3 

Cam. Oh that Harriet to embrace that beauteous- 

Ld. H. Ay, Tom; but methinks your Read runs too 
much on the Wedding Night only, to make your Hap» 
pineſs laſting ; mine is fixt on the married State; I exe 
pect my Felicity from Lady Harlot, in her Friendſhip, 
her Conſtancy, her Piety, her hoathold Cares, her ma- 
ternal 'Tenderneſs-—— You think not of any Excellence 
of your Miſtreſs, that is more than Skin deep- 

Jai, When I know her further than Skin deep, 
I'Il tell you more of my Mind. 8 
Ld. H. Oh ſye, Zom, how can you talk ſo lightly of 
a Woman you love with Honour But tell me, I 
wonder how you make your Approaches in beſiegin 
ſuch a ſort of Creature; ſhe that loves Addreſſes, Gal- 
lantry, Fiddles? That reigns and delights in a Croud 
of Admirers If I know her, ſhe is one of thoie you 
may eaſily have a general Acquaintance with, but 
hard to make particular 
Cam. Vou underſtand her very well Vou muſt 
know I put her out of all her Blay by carry ing it in an 
humorous Manner; I took Care in all my Actions, be- 
fore I diſcovered the Lover, that ſhe ſhould in general 
have a good Opinion of me; and have ever ſince be- 
| haved myſelf with all the Good humour and Eaſe I was 


able; ſo that ſhe is now extremely at a Loſs how to 


throw me from the Familiarity of an Acquaintance, 
into the Diſtance of a Lover; but I laugh her out of 
it; when ſhe begins to frown, and look grave at my 
Mirth, I mimick her till ſhe burſts out a laughing 
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Ld. H. That's ridiculous enough. 
Can. By Cabinet's Intereit over my Lady Brampton, 
withGold ard Flattery to Mis. Fardingale, an old Maid 
her Ladyſtip has placed about the young Ladies, I 
have eafy Acceſs at all Times, and am this very Day to 
he admitted by her into their Apartment——l have 
found, you muſt know, that ſhe is my Relation 

Ld. H. Her Lad ſhip has choſe an odd Companion 
for young Ladies „ | 

Cam. Oh, my Lady's a Politician ; the told Tatthaid 
one Day, that an old Maidwas the beſt Guard for young 
Ones, for they, like Eunuche in a Seraglio, are vigilant, 
out of Envyof Enjoyments theycannot themſelvesarrive 
at But, as J was ſaying, I've ſent my Couſin Far- 
dingale a Song, which ſhe and I are to practiſe to the 
Spinnet. —The young Ladies will be by—— and 
I am to be left alone with Lady Harrier ; then I defign 
to make my grand Attack, and to-day win or loſe her. 
I know, Sir, this is an Opportunity you want---lf 
you'll meet me at Tom's, have a Letter ready, il my- 
ſelf deliver it to your Miſtreſs, conduct you into the 
Houſe, and tell her you are there-—and find Means 
to place you together,—You muſt march under my 

Command to-day, as | have many a one under yours— 

Ld. H. But faith, Tom, I ſhall not behave myſelf 
with half the Reſolution you have under mine, for to 
conieſs my Weakneſs, though I know ſhe loves me, 
though I know ſhe is as ſtedfaſtly mine, as her Heart 
can make her I know not how, I have ſo ſublime 
an Idea of her high Value, and ſuch a melting 'Ten- 
derneſs diſſolves my whole Frame, when I am near 
her, that my Tongue fault ers, my Nerves ſhake, and 
my Heart fo alternately finks and riſes, that my pre- 
meditated Reſolves vaniſh into Confuſion, down-caſt _ 
Eyes, and broken Utterance— 
Cam. Ha! ha! ha! this in a Campaigner too! Why, 
my Lord, that's the Condition Harriot would have me 
in, and then ſhe thinks ſhe could have me; but I that 
know her better than ſhe does herſelf, know ſhe'd in- 
ſult me, and lead me a tuo Years Dance longer, and 

| | perhaps 
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perhaps in the End turn me into the Herd of the many 
neglected Men of better Senſe, who have been ridicu- 
lous for her Sake But I ſhall make her no ſuch Sa- 
crifice. 'Tis well my Lady Sharlet's a Woman 
of ſo ſolid an Underſtanding, I don't know another 
that would not uſe you il! for your high Value 
Ld. H. Bur, Ton, I muſt ſee your Song you've ſeat 
your Couſin Fardingale, as you call her, 


Cam. This is lucky enough. [ 4/ide. 
No, hang it, my Lord, a Man makes ſo filly a Figure 
when his Verſes are reading Fin. Thou 


haſt not left off thy Loving and thy Rhyming, Tram's 
a Critick, Iremember him a Serviture at Oxon, [| g:ves 
a Paper to Trim] I give myſelf into his hands, be- 
Cauſe you ſhan't ſee 'em 'till Pm gone. 
My Lord, your Servant, you ſhan't ſtir. | 
Ld. H. Nor yon neither then. [ Struggling. 
Cam. You will be obey'd. | 
E [ Exeunt, Lord Hardy waits on him down, 
Trim. What's in this Song—— Ha—don't my E) es 
deceive me—a Bill of three Hurcied Pounds — | 


Mr. Caſh, 2 
P RAY pay to Mr. William Trim or Bearer, the Sum 
of Three Hundred Pounds, and place it to the Ace 
S I R, 


Your Humble Servant, 
"es 5 Thomas Campley. 
[Pulling off his Hat and bowing.) Your very humble Ser- 
vant, good Mr. Campley, Ay, this is Poetry; this is a 
Song indeed! Faith, I'll ſet it, and ſing it my ſel 
Pray pay to Mr. Milliam Trim ſo tar in Recitativo 
Three Hundred, [Singing ridiculon/ly — 

Hun -——drea— Hundred — Hundred thrice repeated, 
becauſe *tis three Hundred Pounds, I loveRepgetitions in 
Muſick, when there's a good Reaſon for it. PO—-48 
after the Italian Manner—=it they'd bring me ſuch 
. B 4⁵˙ + {cuſible 
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ſenſible Words as theſe, I'd outſtrip all your Compoſers 
for the Muſick Prize—This was honeſtly done of Mr. 
Campley Tho' J have carried him many a Purſe 


from my Maſter when he was Enſign to our Company 


in Flandero— ; 

3 | Enter Lord Hardy. . 

My Lord, I am your Lordſhip's humble Servant. 
Ld. H. Sir, your humble Servant, But pray, my 


good familiar Friend, how came you to be fo very 


much my humble Servant all of a ſudden ? 
Trim. I beg Pardon, dear Sir, my Lord, I am not 
your humble Servant. : „ 
1d. H. No? EEE 
Trim. Yes, my Lord, I am, but not as you mean— 
but I am=—] am, my Lord————in ſhort I'm 
overjoy'd. | 


Id. H. Overjoy'd ! Thou'rt diftratted—what ails 
the Fellow — Where's Campley's Song? | 


Trim, Oh! my Lord, one would not think 'twas in 


him, Mr. Campley's really a very great Poet—as for the 
Song, *tis only as they all end in Rhime—Owe—Woe 
——lfes— Kiſſes—Boy—Joy—But, my Lord, the other 


in long heroic Blank Verſe, N 
Reading it with a great Ton. 


Pray pay to Mr. William Trim, or Order, the Sum — 
How ſweetly it runs ?—Pagelian Guineas chink every 


Line —- 


Ld. H. How very handſomely this was done in Camps 
ey! I wondered indeed he was fo willing to ſhew his 
Verſes—in how careleſs a Manner that Fellow does the 
_ greateſt Actions! h 5 ” | 
Trim. My Lord, pray my Lord, ſha'nt I go imme- 
dately to Cutpurſe's? | | 


Ld. H. No, Sirrah—now we've no occaſion for it = 


Trim. No, my Lord, only to ſtare him full in the Face 


after I've received thi Money, not ſay a Word, but keep 


my Hat on, and walk out Or perhaps not hear, if any 
I meet with ſpeak to me But grows ſtiff, deaf, and 
ſhort- ſighted to all my old Acquaintance, like a ſudden 


rich Man as I am—Or, perhaps, my Lord, deſire Cut- 


guiſes: 


* 
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purſe's Clerk to let me leave Fifty Pounds at their Houſe, 
payable to Mr. William Trim, or Order — till I come 
that Way —or a Month or two hence, may have Oc- 
caſion for it] don't know what Bills may be drawn 
upon me Then when theClerk begins to ſtare at me, 
till he pulls the great Gooſe-quill from behind his Ear 
[ Pulls a Handful of Farthings out.] I fall a Reckon- 
ing the Pieces as I do theſe Farthings, 
Id. H. Well, Sirrah, 8 may have your Humour, 
but be ſure you take Fourſcore Pounds, and paymy Debts 
immediately if you meet any Officer you everſee me 
in Company with that looks grave at Cutpurſe's Houſe, 
tell him I'd ſpeak with him We muſt help ourFriends 
— But learn Moderation, you Rogue, in your Good 
Fortune; be at Home all the Evening after, while I 
wait at Tom's to meet Campley in order to ſee Lady 
Sha! [ot eons | 4: 


My Good or Ill in her alone is found, . 
Aud in that Thought all other Cares are drown'd, Ex. 


Enter Sable, Lord Brumpton and Truſty. _ 
Sab. Why, my Lord, you can't in Conſcience put 
me off ſo; I muſt do according to my Orders, cut you 
up, and embalm you, except you'll come down a little 
deeper than you talk of; you don't conſider the 
Charges I have been at already, 
Ld. B. Charges ? for what ? 
Sab. Firſt, TwentyGuineasto my Lady's Woman for 
Notice of yourDeath (a Fee I've before now known the 
Widow herſelf go halves in) but no Matter for that— 
in be next Place, Ten Pounds for watching you all 
your long Fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter Es 
Ld. B. Watching me? Why I had none but my 
own Servants by Turns- | . 
Sab. I mean attending to give Notice of your Death: 
I had all your long Fit of Sickneſs laſt Winter at Half 
a Crown a Day, a Fellow waiting at your Gate to 
bring meIntelligence, but you unfortunately recovered, 
and 1 loſt all my obliging Pains for your Service. 


E 5 | Ld. B, 
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Ld. B. Ha! ha! ha! Sable, thou'rt a very impu- 
dent Fellow, Half a Crown a Day to attend my De- 
ceaſe, and loſt thou reckon it to me? 

Sah. Look you, Gentlemen, don't ſtand ſtaring at 
mel have a Book at Home, which I call my Doomſ- 
day Book, where 1 have every Man of Quality's Age 
and Diſtemper i in Town, and know when you ſhould 
diop - Nay, my Lord, if „ou had reflected upon your 


Mertality half ſo much as poor I have for you, you 


would not deſire to return to Life thus=—in ſhort, I 
cannot keep this a Secret, under the whole Money J 


am to have for burying you. 


1d. B. Truſiy, if you think it ſafe in you to obey 
my Orders after the Deed Puzz/e told his Clerk of, 
Pay it hin 
Tru. I ſhould be glad to give it out of my own 
Pocket. rather than be without the Satisfaction of lee- 
ing you Witneſs to it. 

Ld. B. I heartily believe thee, dear 77 

Sab. 'Then my Lord, the Secret of your being alive | 
15 now ſafe with me. 

Tru. ['ll warrant I'll be revenged of this unconſci- 
onable Dog——-[ 4/4.) My Loid, you muſt to your 
1 fear ſomebody's coming 
{Event Sable ene Ha, Ld. B. and Trefty another. 


SCENE draws and diſcevers Lady Sharlot reading at 
4 Table — Lady Harriot playing at a : Glaſs to and 
ro, and viewing herſelf. 


L. Ha. Nay, good ſage Siſter, you may as Felt talk 
to me, [ Looking at berjelf as foe ſpeaks] as ſit ſtaring at 
a Bock which I know you can't attend— Good Pr. 
Lucas may have writ there what he pleaſes, but there's 
no putting Francis Lord Haray, now Farl of Brumpton, 
out of your Head, or making him abſent from your 


Eyes : Do but ook at mg now, and deny it if you can, 


L. $5. You are the'maddeft Girl Smiling, 
I.. Ha. Look ye, I knew you could not ſay it and 


forbear laughing—[Looking over . Oh J fee his 


Name 
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Name as plain as you do—PF--r-.a--n Francis cis, 
Francis, tis in every line of the Book, 

L. SY. | Rr/ing.] Tis in vain, I fee, to mind any 
thing in ſuch impertiaent Company — but granting 
*twere as „ou ſay, as to my Lord Hardy-- tis moe 
excuſable to admire another than one's ſelf —— 
I.. Ha. No, I think not — Ves, I grant you than 
really to be vain at one's Perſon, but 1 don't admire 
myſelf——Pijſh! 1 don't believe my Eyes have that 
Softneſs —[ Loocing in the Glaſs.) Vhev an't fo piercing: 
No, ts only Stuff, the Men will be talking Some 
People are ſuch Admirers of Teeth—Lord, what fig - 
nifies Teeth ? | Showing her Teeth] A veryBlack-a-moor 
has as white 'l eeth as 1 — No, Siſter, I don't admire. 
myſelf, but I've a Spirit of Contradiction in me: ] don't 
know I'm in Love with myſelf, only to rival the Men. 

L. SH. Ay, but Mr. Campley will gain Ground ev'n 
of that Rival of his, your dear ſelf— | 
L. Ha. Oh! what have I done to you, that you 
ſhould name that inſolent Intruder A con fident opt- 
nionati-e Fop—— No indeed, if l am, as a Poetical Lo- 
ver of mine ſigh'd and ſuug of both Sexes, 

3 The publick Envy, and the publick Care, | 

I ſhan't be ſo eaſily catch'd—— thank him——1 want 
but to be ſure, 1 ſhou'd heartily torment him, by va- 
niſhing him, and theu conſider whether he ſhould de- 
part this Life or not. = 

L. Sh. Indeed, Siſter, to be ſerious with you, this 
Vanity in your Humour does not at all become you ! 
LI. Ha. Vanity! All the Matter is, we gay People 
are more ſincere than you wile Folks: All your Life's 
an Art— Speak your Soul Look you there 
[ Haling her to the Glaſs] Are you not ſtruck with a le- 
cret Pleaſure, when you view that Bloom in your Look, 
that Harmony in your Shape, that Promptitude of 
your Mien! 2s 
L. SY. Well, Simpleton, if I am at firſt ſo ſilly as 
to be a little taken with myſelf, 1 know it a Fault, 
and take Pains to correct it, 


"bo 
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L. Ha. Paw! Pſhaw! talk this muſty Tale to old Mis. 
Fardingale, tis too ſoon for me to think at that Rate 
L. SH. They that think it too ſoon to underſtand 
themſelves, will very ſoon find it too F tell 
me honeſtly, don't you like Campley? 
I.. Ha. The Fellow is not to be abhorr d, if the for- 
ward Thing did not think of getting me ſo cafily—— 
Ohl hate a heart I can't break when I pleale— 
What makes the Value of dear China, but that *tis fo 
brittle ! were it not for that, you might as well 
have ſtone Mugs in your Cloſet 
L. SY. Hiſt, hiſt, here's Ale 
Enter Fardingale. 
Far, Lady Harriot, Lady Sharlot PH entertain 
you now.; Pve a new Song juſt come hot out of the 
Poet's Brain : Lady Sharls?, my Couſin Campley writ 
it, and 'tis ſet to a pretty Air 1 warrant you. 
L. Ha. Tis like to be pretty indeed, of his Writing. 
[F lings 4 away. 
"Fae. Come, come—this is not one of your ] Tringham 
Tra ngham, witty Things, that ycur poor Poets write; 
no, 'tis well known my Couhn Camęley has two thou- 
ſand Pounds aYear—B3ut this isall Liſhmulationin you. 
I.. $4. Tis fo indeed, for your Couſin's ad s ve- 
ry FIR Mrs. Far adingale. | 


Reads, 
Let net Love on me beſtoxr, 
Seft Diftrejs, and tender Woe, : 
I now none but ſubſtantial Blies, 
Eager Glancrs, ſolid Kiffes ; 
I know nit achat the Lovers fuign, 
Of finer Pleaſure mixt with Pain; 
7 yen prithee give me, gentle Bey, 
None of tby reefs but all thy %. 


But Harriet thinks that a little unreaſonable, to ex- 
pect one without enduring t'otber. 


1 
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| | Enter Servant. 

Ser. There's your Coufin Campley to wait on you 
Without ——— | 
Far. Let him come in — we ſhall have the Song 
now — we | 


Enter Campley. i 

Cam. Ladies, your moſt obedient Servant — Your 
Servant, Lady Sharlot-—— Servant, Lady Harriot —— 
[ Harriot looks grave upon him] What's the Matter, dear 

Lady Harrict—Not well? | proteſt to you Pm mighti- 
ly concern'd —{ pulls out a Bottle) This is a moſt ex- 
cellent Spirit—ſauff it up, Madam 
I. Ha. Piſh--the familiar Coxcomb frets me heartily-< 
Cam. Twill over, I hope, immediately. 9 
L. SY. Your Couſin Fardingale has ſhewn us ſome 
of your Poetry; there's the Spinnet, Mr. Campley, I 
know you're muſical. EG 

Cam. She thould not have call'd it my Poetry. 
Far. No: Who waits there — Pray bring my Lute 
out of the next Room FR | 
| = 4 Enter Servant with a Lute. 

You muſt know I con'd this Song before I came in, 
and find it will go to an excellentAir of old Mr. Laaus's, 
who was my Mother's intimate Acquzintance: My 
Mother's, what do I ta!k of? I mean my Grand- mo- 
ther's, —O here's the Lute—Coulin Campley, hold the 
Song upon your Hat. Lide to bim] Tis a pretty Gal- 
lantry to a Relation. EX 
Sings and ſquails. 

Lei not log e, &c. i 
Oh! I have left off theſe Things many a Day. 

Camp. No ; I profeſs, Madam, you do it admira- 
bly—but are not aſſur'd ezough— Take it higher [in 
her own Squall) Thus I know your Voice will bear it. 

L. Ha. Oh hideous ! Oh the groſs Flatterer—1 ſhall 
burit --— Mrs, Faraingale, pray go on, the Muſick 

fits the Words moſt aptly —— Take it higher, as your 
_ Couſin adviſes.— 5 

Far. Oh dear Madam, do you really like it—1 do 

it purely to pleaſe you—ſor I can't ſing, alas! 1 


—— 2 — — 
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L. SH. We know it, good Madam, we know it 
But pray | 


Far. Let not Love, and ſubſtantial Blifes, 13 lively 


enough, and ran accordingly in the Tune [C urt/es io 


the Company.] Now I took it higher 
L. Ha. Incomparably Cone ! nothing can equal it, 
except your Couſin ſang his own Poetry . 
Cam. Madam, from my Lord Haray-—=[ Delivers a 
Letter to Lady Sharlot] How do you ſay, my Lady Har- 
riot, except l ſing it myſelf! then I aſſure you I will 
L. SYH. I han't Patience, I muſt go read my Letter, 
5 a 35 [ Exit, 


Cam. Sings, Let not Lowe, &c. RE, 
Far. Bleſs me, what becomes of Lady Sharlot ? 
| as - | 1 = 
L. Ha. Mrs. Fardingale, Mrs. Fardingale, what muſt 


we loſe you ?f— | Going after her, 


Campley runs to the ater takes the Key out, and locks 
er ith, | 

What means this Infolence? a Plot upon me—Do you 

know who I am | 1 

Cam. Yes, Madam, you're my Lady Harriot Lovely, 

with ten Thouſand Pounds in your Pocket; and lam 

Mr. Carp ey with two Thouſand a Year—of Quality 


enough to pretend to you—And I do deſign, before ! 


leave this Room, to hear you talk like a reaſonable 


Woman, as Nature has made you, —Nay, 's in vain 


to lounce—and diſcompoſe yourſelf and your Dreſy— 
L. Ha. It there ateSwords, if they are Men of Honour, 
and not all Daſtards, Cowards that pretend to this in— 
jur'd Perſon —— | Running round the Roca, 
Cam. Ay, ay, Madam, let 'em come— That's putting 
me in my Way, Fiphting's my Trade but you've us'd 


all Mankind too ill to expett fo much Service —in 


ſhort, Madam, were you a Fool, I ſhould not deſire to 


_ expoltulate with you— [Seizing her Hand. 


L. Ha. Unhand me, Raviſher—f Pulls ber Hand from 
bim, Chafes round ide Rem, Camplcy after her. 
„ VPN Cam. 
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Cam. But Madam, Madam, Madam, why Madam! 


Pr*yrhee Cynthia look tehind you, [Sings. 
Ae and Mrindles will Certake you, 


L. Ha. Age, Wrinkles, Small-Pox, nay, any Thing 
that's moſt abhorrent to Youth and Bloom, were wel- 
come in the Place of ſo deteſted a Creature. 

Cam. No ſuch Matter, Lady Harri, 1 would not be 
a vain Coxcomb, but | know I am not deteſtable, nay, 
know where you've ſaid as much before you underſtood 
me for your Servant. Was I immediately transform= 
ed becauſe I became your Lover? | 

IL. Ha. My Lover, Sir? did | ever give you Reaſon 
to think J admitted vou as ſuch ? 

Cam, Yes, you did in your uſing me ill---for if you 
did not aſſume upon the Score of my pretending to you, 
how do you auſwer yourſeif ſme parts of yourBehavi- 
our to me as a Gentleman---? I'is trivial all this in you, 
an jerogates from tie good Senſe I know you Miſtreſs 
of. Do tut oe, V.atam, | have long lov'd you 
bore WI h (14> fintuilck Humour through all its Mazes 
. Nay, do voi frown fr *tis no better [ ſay, I 
have bore with this Humour, but would you have me 
with an unmanlyServitade feed it--- No, I lovewith too 
ſincere, too honelt a Devotion---and would you have 
our Mind as faul leſs as y urPerſon, which *twould be, 
if you'll lay aſide this Vanity of being purſued with 
Siglis, with Flatteries, with Nonſeaſe. She walks 
about leſs violeuily, but more confus'd.] Oh my Heart 
akes at the Diſturbance which I give her, but ſhe muſt 
not ſee it- [de.] Had I not better tell you of it now, 
than when you are in my Power; 1 ſhould be then too 
generous to thwart your Inclination, | 

L. Ha. Tha is indeed very handſomely ſaid. Why 
ſhould I not obey Reaſon as fron as 1 ſee it ¶ Alide. 
Since ſo, Mr. Campley, ] can as ingeniouſly as I ſhoul 
then, acknowledge that I have been in an Error. 

- [ Looking down on her Fan, 
Can. Nay that's too great aCondeſcenſion: Oh! Ex- 
cellence! I repent | 1 ſee *twas butJultice in you to de- 
| mand 


_ Paſſion inexpreſhvle 
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mand my Knees, [ Kneeling.] my Sighs, my conſtant 
tendereit Regard and Service—And you ſhall have 
'em, ſince you are above em 55 

L. Ha. Nay, Mr. Campley, you won't recal me to a 
Fault you have ſo lately ſhewn me — I will pot ſuffer 
this ——-no more Ecſtaſies! But pray, Sir, what was't 
you did to get my Siſter out of the Room? 

Cam. You may know it, and I muſt deſire you to 
aſſiſt my Lord Haray there, who writ to her by me 
For he is no Raviſher, as you call'd me juſt now, — 
He is now in the Houſe—— And I would fain gain an 


Interview 


L. Ha. That they may have---But they'll make little 
Uſe of it: for the Tongue is the Inſtrument of Speech 
to us of a lower Form ; they are of that high Order of 
Lovers, who know none but eloquent Silence, and can 
utter themſelves only by a Geſture that ſpeaks their 
and what not fine 'Things. 
Cam. But pray let's go into your Siſter's Cloſet, 
while they are together. 8 | | 

L. Ha. IU ſwear I don't know how to ſee my Siſter--= 
ſhe'll laugh me to Death to ſee me out of my Pantofles, 


aad you and I thus familiar——However, I know 


ſhe'll approve it. 1 
Can. You may boaſt yourſelf an Heroine to her, and 


the firit Woman that was ever vanquiſhed by hearing 


Truth, and had Sincerity enough to receive fo rough an 
Obligation, as being made acquainted with kerFaults-- 
Come, Madam, ftand your Ground brively, we'll march 
in to her thus, = [ She leaning on Campley, 

L. Ha. Who'll believe a Woman's Anger more? I've 
betray'd the whole Sex to you, Mr. Campley. [ Excunt, 


Re. enter Lord Hardy and Campley. 


Camp. My Lord, her Siſter, who now is mine, will 


Immediately ſend her hither--- But be yourſelf---Charge 


her bravely 1 wiſh ſhe were a Cannon — An eigh< 
teen Pounder for your Saxe — Then I know, were 
there Occaſion, you'd be in the Mouth of her — 


5 I.. H. 
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L. Z. I long, yet ear to ſee her I know I am 
unable to utter myſelkt——— 


Cam. Come, retite here till ſhe appears. 
Enter Lady Sharlot. 


L. S/. Now is the tender Moment now approaching. 

[ a/ede.} There he is | They af proach and /lute each other 
trembling.) Your Lordſhip will pleaſe to fit; ¶ After a 
very long Pauſe, ſtolen Glances, and irreſolute Gefture.] 
Your Lordſhip, I t:ink, has travelled thoſe Parts of 
Italy where the Armies are 

L. H.- Ves, Madam 

Ld. Sh. think Ihave Letters from you, dated Mantua. 

Ld. H. I hope you have, Madam, and that their 
Purpoſe 
Id. V. My Lord? — [Looking ſerious and confus'd. 

_ Ld. H. Was not yourLadyſhip going tulayſomething? 
Lud. SH. Tonly attended to what yourLordihip was go- 
ing to ſay- That is, my Lord - But you were, I believe, 
going to ſay ſomething of that Garden of the World, 
Italy] am very ſorry your Misfortunes in England 
— ſuch as make you juſtly regret your leaving that 

ace. 

Ld, H. There is a Perſon in England may make 
thoſe Loſſes inſenſible to me- . 
Id. S/. Indeed, my Lord, there have ſo very few 
of Quality attended his Majeſty in the War, that your 
Birth and Merit may well hope for his Favour. 5 
I. d. H. I have, indeed, all the Zeal in the World for 

his Majeſty's Service, and moſt grateful Affection for 
his Perſon, but did not then mean him 
Ld. $h. But can you indeed impartially ſay that our 
Iſland is really preferable to the reſt of the World, or 
is it an Arrogance only in us to think fo ? 

Ld. H. I profeſs, Madam, that little I have ſeen has 
but more endeared England to me; for that Medley of 
Humours which perhaps diſtracts our publick Affairs, 
does, methinks improve our private Lives, and makes 
Converſation more various, and conſequentlymore plea- 
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fing—Every where elſe both Men and Things have 
the ſame Countenance—In France you meet much Ci- 
vility and little Friendſhip ; in Holland deepAttention, 
but little Reflection; in Itah, all Pleaſure, but noMirth 
E gut here with us, where you have every where Pre- 


tenders, or Maſters in every Thing, you can't fall into 


Company — herein you ſhall not be inſtructed or 
diverted. | s | 


L. SY. I never had an Account of any Thing from you 


my Lord, but I mourn'd the loſs of my Brother, you 


would have been ſo happy a Companion for him--With 


that right Senſe of yours—My Lord, you need not bow _ 


ſo obſequiouſly, for I do you ny Mey e e ſent 
me Word of your ſeeing a Lady in Jah very li 
— Did you viſit her often! 


L. H. Once or twice, but I obſerved her ſo looſe a 


Creature, that I could have killed her for having your 
Perfon= - Os "= N 

L. $4.1 thank you, Sir,; but Heav'n that preſerves 
me unlike her, will, J hope, make her more like me 
— But your Fellow Traveller His Relations theme 
ſelves know not a juſt Account of him — 


L. H. The original Cauſe of his Fever was a violent 158 
Paſſion for a fine young Woman he had not Power to 
ſpeak to- but I told her his Regard for her as paſſio- 


nately as poſſible „„ 
L. Sy. You were to him, what Mr. Campley has 


been to you---Whither am I running -Poor, your 


Friend---Poor Gentleman --- 

Ld. H. I hope then as Campley's Eloquence is greater, 
ſo has been his Succeſs —— 8 | 

L. SH. My Lord? 

Ld. H. Your Lady ſhip's. 


Enter Lady Harriot. | 
I. Ha. Undone! Undone ! Tat:/caid has found, by 
ſome Means or other, that Camp/ey brought my Lord 
Hardy hither; we are utterly ruin'd, my Lady's coming 

Ld. H. I'll ſtay and confront her, Fg 

L. SH. It muſt not be=—we are too much in her 
Power. . | 


ke me - 


Euter 
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Enter Campley. . 
Cam. Come, come, my Lord, we're routed Horſe 
and Foot Dow cher back Stairs and fo out ¶Exeunt. 
La dies. Ay, x . x 
L. Ha. I trewble every Joint of me 3 
L. Sh, I'm at a Saad a little, but Rage will re» 
cover me; ſhe's coming in 9 95 15 


Eater Widow. 


Lid. Ladies, your Servant Il fear J interrupt you, 
have you Company? Lady Harri t, your Servant, Lady 
Shariot, your Servant? What, not a Word—Oh, I 
beg your Ladyſhip's Pardon Lady SgHarlot did I ſay? 
My young Lady Brampton, I wiſh you ly. 
I. S/. O, your Servant, Lady Dowager Brumplon— 
That's an Appellation of much more Joy to you 

id. So ſmart, Madam; but you ſhould, methiuks, 
have made one acquainted — Yet, Madam, your Con- 

duct is ſeen through ——  _ | 

L. SV. My Conduct, Lady Brumpion !. 

Vid. Your Conduct, Lady Sharlct! _ 
e , Or A 
I. SY. Madam, *tis you are ſeen through all your 

thin Diſguiſes | 5 
Nid. Y fven ? By whom? 
L. $5. By an all piercing Eye, nay, by what you 
much more fear, the eye of the World -The World 
ſees you, or ſhall ſee you: it ſhall know your ſecret. 
Intemperance, your public Faſting—Looſe Poems in 
your Cloſet, an Homily on your Toilet—Your eaſy 
 Kkilful practis'd Hypocriſy, by which you wrought up- 
on yourHuſband baſely to transfer the Truſt and Ward 
of us, wo hebplels Virgins, into the Hands and Care 
of I cannot name it—You'rea wicked Woman. 

L. Ha. [ Aide.) Oh rare Siſter! *Tis a fine Thing 
to keep one's Anger in ſtock by one; we that are 
angry and pleas'd every half Hour, having nothing at 
all of all this high-flown Fury! Why, ſhe rages like a 
Princeſs in a Tragedy! Bleflings on her Tongue 
ad. Is this the Effect of your Morning Lectures, 

your Self. Examination, all this Fury. L. 
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L. SY. Yes, it is, Madam, if I take Pains to govern 
my Paſſions, it ſhall not give Licence to others to go- 
vern *em for me | | 

Mid. Well, Lady Sharlot, however you ill deſerve it 
of me, I ſhall take Care, while there are Locks and 
Bars, to keep you from Lord Hardy From being a 
Leiger Lady, from carrying a Knapfack. 


L. SY. Knapſack! Do you upbraid the Poverty your 


own wicked Arts have brought him to —Knapſack! Oh 
2 me Patience, can I hear this of the Man ] love? 


 Knapſack! I have not Words { St» mps avout the Rooms. 


Wid. I leave you to cool upon it; Love and Anger 


are very warm Paſhons————— [ £xit, 


L. SH. She has lock'd us in 


I.. H. Knapſack? Well, I will break Walls to go to 
him -I could {it down and cry my Eyes cut! Dear 
Sifler, what a Rage have I been in? Knapſack ? I'll. 
give Vent to my juſt Reſentment — Oh how ſhall 1 


avoid this baſe Woman, how meet that excellent Man! 


Waat an helpleſs Condition are you and I in now ? If 


we run into the world, that Youth and Innocence, 


which ſhould demand Aſüſtance, does but attract In- 


vaders : Will Providence guard us? How do 1 lee that 
our Sex is naturally indigent of Protection 2—1 1 
tis in Fate to crown our Loves; for it is only in the 


Protection of Men of Honour, that we are naturally 


truly ſafe; 


And Woman's Happineſs, for all her Scorn, 
Js only by that Side whence ſhe was born. 


1 


- 


> 
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Enter Lord Hardy, Campley, and Trim. Ro 
Ld. H. HAT Jade Tatileaid ſaw me upon the 
. Stairs, for IJ had not Patience to keep 
my Concealment, but muſt peep out to ſee what was 
become of you. 
Cam. But we have Advice, however, it ſeems from 
the Garriſon already this Miſtreſs of Trim's is a 
mighty lucky Accident | | 
Trim. Ay, Gentlemen, ſhe has free Egreſs and Re- 
greſs, and you know the French are the beſt bred Peo- 
pio in the World—ſhe'll be aſſiſtant but Faith, I 
lave one Scruple that hangs about me—and that is,. — 
Look you, my Lord, we Servants have no Maſters in 
their Abſence—In a Word, when I am with Mademoi- 
ſelle I talk of your Lordſhip as only a particular Ac- 
quaintance, that I do Buſineſs indeed for you ſome- 
times! muſt needs ſay, cries I, that indeed my Lord 
Hardy is really a Perſon I have a great Honour for — 
Ld. H. Piſh ! is that all? ] underſtand you—your 
Miſtreſs does not know that you do me the Honour to 
clean my Shoes or ſo, upon Occalion—Priythee, Will, 
make yourſelf as conſiderable as you pleaſe, _ 
Trim. Well then, your Leflon is this She out 
of her Reſpect to me, and underſtanding Mr. Campley 
was an Intimate of my Friend my Lord Hardy, and con- 
deſcending (tho? ſhe is of a great Houſe in France) to 
make Mantua's for the Improvement of the Anglifh— 
which gives her eaſy Admittance—She, I ſay, mov'd 
by theſe Promiſes, has vouchſafed to bring a Letter 
from my Lady Harri#t to Mr. Campley, and came to me 
to bring her to him. Vou are to underſtand alſo, that 
the is dre ſs'd in the lateſt French Cut; her Dreſs is the 
. N . Mode 
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her Habit, and herſelf of their Manners—for ſhe i: 


But you ſhall fee her or» 
Id. H. This gives me ſome Life Cheer up, Tow 


but behold the Solemnity Do you ſee Trim's Gal- 
lany ? 1 ſhall laugh out. . . 


Enter Trim leading in Mademoiſelle, | 
Trim. My dear Lord Hargy, this is Mademoiſelle 
a Epingle, whoſe Name you've often heard me figh— 


[ford Hardy /alutes her] Mr. Campley—Mademoiſelle 


a Epingle. | Campley /alutes her.] 
Mad, Votre Servant, Gentlemen, votre Servante— 


Cam, I proteſt to you, I never ſaw any Thing ſo 


becoming as your Dreſs—fſhall 1 beg the Favour you'd 


condeſcend to let Mr. Trim lead you once round the 
Room, that I may admire the Elegance of your Ha- 


bit — | [Trim lads her round, 
Td. H. How could you aſk ſuch a Thing ? 
Cam. Pſhaw, my Lord, your a baſhful Englih Fel- 


 low—You fee ſhe 1s not ſurprized at it, but thinks me 
gallant in defiring it---Oh, Madam! your Air !--- The 
Negligence, the Diſengagement of your Manner! O 
| how delicate is your noble Nation ſwear, there's 
none but the clumſy Dutch and Engliſh would oppoſe 
fach polite Conquerors—— When ſhall you ſee an 


Engliſh Woman ſo dreſs'd ? 


Mad. De Engliſe! poorBarbarians, poorSavages,dey | 


know no more of de Dreſs, but to cover dereNakednefs 


h Fut along the Rom.] Dey be cloded, but no dreſs'd— 


ut Monueur Terim, which Monfieur Campley ? 
Trim. That's honeſt Tom Cample 
Cam. At your Service, Mademoiſelle | 


Mad. ] fear | incur de Cenſure, [pulling out the Leiter 5 


and recollecting as loth to deliver it] but Mr. Terim being 


our intimate Friend, and deſigning to honour him | 


1n de way of an Huſband—So, ſo, how do I run away 
in Diſcourſe — I never make Promiſe to Mr. Terim 


before, and now do it par ACCident —— 


Cam. Dear Vill Trim is extremely obliging in having 


prevail'd upon you to do a Thing, that che Severity of 
| | your 
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yourVirtue, and the Greatneſs of yourQuality (though 


a Stranger in the Country you now honour by your 


dwelling in it) would not let you otherwiſe condeſcend 
to 1 1 


Mad. Oh Monſieur! Oh Monſieur! you ſpeak my 
very Though ts— Oh! I don't know how Pardon me 
to give a Billet it ſo look! O fy ! I cannot ſtay after 
it. Drops it, runs affeFedly to the other End of the Room, 

then quite out, re- enters] I beg ten Thouſand Pardons 
for go ſo mal a propos. | [ Cartfies as going. 
Id. H. Your Servant, good Madam Mr. Trim, you 
know you command here— pray, if Madam d'Epingle 
will honour our Cottage with longer Stay, wait off 
her in and entertain her — pray, Sir, be eee | 
Trim. My Lord, you know your Power over me. 
I'm all Complaiſance | Leads her out. 
Cam, Now to my dear Epiſtle——— TT 


. | 

JT HERE js one Thing which you were too gentront 70 
touch upon in our laſt Converjation---We have Reaſon 
t fear the Widow's Practices in relation Io our Fortunes, if 
ybu are ot too quick jor her--T aſ Lady Sharlot whether 
this is not her Senje 10 Lord Hardy — $he Jays nothing, 
but lets me write on ——Theje People always have, and 
ewill have Admittance ever y where, therefore wwe may hear 


Nn, 


I am, S1R, 
Your moſt obedient Servant, 
Hlarriot Lowely, 


My obedient Servant !- © | 
Thy Obedience ſhall ever be as voluntary as now — 
ten Thouſand Thouſand Kiſſes on thee——Thou dear 
Paper ——Look you, my Lord-— What a pretty 
Hand it is? 5 . | | 
1d. H. Why, Tem. thou doſt not give me Leave 
to ſee it — you ſnatch it to your Mouth ſo——yoy'll 

Kiſle the poor Lady bs 
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Cam. Look you, my Lord, all along the Lines, here 
went the Pen, and through the white Intervals her 
ſnowy Fingers. Do you ſee, this is her Name—— 

Ld. H. Nay, there's Lady Sharl:t's Name too in the 
midſt of the Letter Why, you'll not be fo uucon- 


ſcionable — you're ſo greedy, you'll give me one 


Kiſs ſure 


Cam. Well, you ſhall, but you're ſo eager—don't 


bite me for you ſhan't have it in your own Hands 
there, there, there—Let go my hand 

Ld. H. What an exquiſite Pleaſure there is in this 

Foolery———But what ſhall we do? —— 

Cam. I have a Thought; pry'thee, my Lord, call Trim. 

„ „Ld. H. Ha, Trim | | 


Cam. Hold, Mr. Trim——You forget his Miſtreſs is 


there. 


. & Cra'mercy—Dear Will Trim, ſtep in hither, | 


Cam. Ay, that's ſomething 
Rs Enter Trim. | 
Trim, have not I ſeen a young Woman ſometime carry 


Madam 4 Epingle's Trinkets for her, coming from my 


Lady B,. umplon' s 


Trim. Ves, you might have ſeen ſuch a one, ſne f | 


waits for her now—— 


Cam. Do you think you could not prevail for me to 
be dreſs'd in that Wench's Cloaths, and attend your 


Miſtreis in her Stead thither ? They'll not dream we 
ſhould ſo ſoon attempt again —— _ 
Trim, Yes, I'll engage it 
Cam. Then we'll truſt the Reſt to our good Genius, 
F1l about it inſtantly—Harriot Love); 
[Exit ¶ Hing the Letter, 
Enter Widow and Tattleaio. 
Mid. This was well done of you; be ſure you, take 
Care of their young Ladyſhips; you ſhall, I promiſe 
you, have a Snip in the Sale of 'em, 
Tat. I thank your. good Ladyſhip. 
Hid. Is that the Porter's Paper of How d'ye's ? 


Tat. Yes, Madam, he juſt ſent it up His general 


Anſwer 


Y 1 1 e + e Py W 
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Anſwer is, that you're as well as can be expected in 
your Condition, but that you ſee no Body f 
mid. That's right [reading Names. ] Lady Riggle, 
Lady Formal — Ohl that Riggle, a pert Ogler an 
indiſcreet filly Thing, who 1s really known by no Man, 
yet for her Carriage juſtly thought common to all; and 
as Formal has only the Appearance of Virtue, ſo ſhe has 
only the Appearance of Vice - What Chance, I wonder, 
Put theſe Contiradictions to each other into the ſame 
Coach, as you ſay they call'd - Mrs. Frances and Mrs. 
Winnifred Glebe — who are they ? 2 
Ta. They are the Country great Fortunes, have 
been out of Town this whole Year ; they are thoſe 
whom your Ladyſhip ſaid upon being very well born, 
took upon 'em to be very ill bred-—— $3.32 | 
Mid. Did I ſay ſo? really I think 'twas apt enough, 
now I remember 'em: Lady/Frinte—Oh, that ſmug old 
Woman! there's no enduring herAﬀeRation of Youth, 
but I plague her; I always aſk whether her Daughter in 
Wil:fire has a Grandchild yet or not—Lady Worthy — 
I can't bear her Company, ſhe has ſo much of that Vir- 
tue in her Heart, which Ihave in my Mouth only. Aide. ] 
Mrs. 4fter-Day—Oh, that's ſhe that was the great Beauty 
the mighty Toaſt about Town, that's jutt come out 
of the Small Pox, ſhe's horribly pitted they ſay; I long 
to ſee her and plague her with my Condolence 
*Tis a pure ill-natur'd Satisfaction to ſee one that was a 
Beauty unfortuvately move with the ſame Languor, and 
Softneſs of Behaviour, that once was charming in her 
To ſee, I ſay, her mortify that us'd to kill Ha, ha, 
ha! The reſt are a Catalogue of mere Names or Titles 
they were born to, an infipid Croud of the neither 
good nor bad—But you are ſure theſe other Ladies ſuſ- 
pe& not in the leaſt that I know of their com- 
. 8 No, dear Madam, they are to aſk for me 
Vid. I hear a Coach 1 [Exit Tat. 
T'venow an exquiſite Pleaſure in the Thoughtof ſurpaſſing 
my Lady S, who pretends to have outgriev'd the whole 
Town for — 8 hey ale certainlycoming 
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[All join in her Notes. ] I ſwoon, I expire. 
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Oh no! here let me Thus let me fit and think 
Widow on her Couch, while fhe is raving as to pers 
attleaid /oftly brings in the Ladies.) Wretched diſcbnſo- 
late as I am ! Oh welcome, —welcome dear killing An- 


| 1 that I could lie down and die in my preſent 


eavineſs—But what——how ? Nay, my dear, dear 
Lord Why do you look ſo pale, ſo ghaſtly at me, 
Wottoo, Wottoo, fright thy own trembling ſhiver- 
ing Wife . 
Tat. Nay, good Madam, be comforted. 3 
id. Thou ſhalt not have me—— [| Pafhes Tat. 
Tat. Nay, good Madam, *tis I. 'tis I, your Ladyſhip's 
own Woman—'Tis I, Madam, that dreſs you, and talk 


to you, and tell you all that's done in the Houſe every 


Dey; tis : To 

Mid. Is it then poffible ? Is it then poſſible that J am 
left——ſpeak to me not hold me not — I'll bre 
the liſt'ning walls with my Complaints, ¶ Looks ſurpriſed 


_ at feeing Company, then ſeverely at Tattleaid.] Ah! Tat- 
 tlea'd= 1 | 


1 La. Nay, Madam, be not angry at her, we would 


as Concern'd as yOu=m— 3 | 
Mid. Ah! Madam, Madam, Madam, Madam! Tam 
an undone Woman—Oh me! Alas! Alas! Oh! Oh! 
[ Faints, 
2 La. Pray, Mrs. Taitleaid, bring ſomething that is 


| tordial to her, | [ Exit attleaid, 


3 La. Indeed, Madam, you ſhould have Patience, his 
Lordſhip was old. To die is but going before in a 
jonrney we muſt all take. | 


Enter Tattleaid loaded wwith Botthes. 34 Lady takes a Butle 


ig From ber and drinks | 

4 La. Lord! how my Lady 7 /eer drinks; I've heard, 

indeed, but never could believe it of her. | Drinks alſo. 
' 1 La. But, Madam, don't you hear what the Town 


ſays of the Jilt Flirt, the Men lik'd fo much in the Par4 
Fark ye—was ſeen with him in an Hackney. Coach 


——and Silk-Stockings-——Eey-hole——his Wig— 
on the Chair. [Whiſpers N 
5 . 5 


; # 
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2 La. Impudent Flirt to be found ot ! 
3 La. But I ſpeak it only to you gb: 

4 La. Nor I but to one more hiſpers next Woman. 
5 La. I can't believe it; nay, I always thought it, 


Madam | [Whiſpers the Widow. 


Mid. Sure tis impoſſible! the demure prim Thing— 


ſure all the World's Hypecriſy—— Well, I thank my 
Stars, whatſoever Sufferings I have, I've none in Reputa- 
tion. I wonder at the Men, 1 could never think her hand- 
ſome. She has really a good Shape and Complexion, but 
noMien, and no Woman has the Uſe of her beauty with- 


out Mien. Her Charms are dumb, they wantUiterance. 
But whither does Diſtraction lead me to talk of Charms? 


1 La, Charms? a Chit's, a Girl's Charms Come 
let us Widows be true to ourſelves, keep our Counte- 


nances, and our Characters, and a Fig for the Maids, I 


mean the unmarried. 5 | 


2 La. Ay, ſince they will ſet up for our Knowledge, 
why ſhould not we for their Ignorance ? 


3 La. But, Madam, 0'Sunday ms at Church L 
8 


curtfied to you; and look'd at a great Fuſs in a glaring 
light dreſs next Pew. That ſtrong maſculine Thing is a 


Knight's Wife, pretends to all the Tenderneſs in the 


World! and would fain put the Unwieldly upon us for 
the ſoft, the languid! She has of a ſudden left her Dairy, 


and ſets up fot a fineTown-Lady, calls her Maid S/ her 


Woman, ſpeaks toher by herSurname, Mrs. CHerryfiſi, and 
her great Foot Boy of Nineteen, big enoughfor a Trooper 
is tripped into a Lace Coat, now Mr. Page, forſooth. 
4 La. Oh! 1 have ſeen her — Well, | heartily pi 
People for their Wealth, they might have been unknown 
elſe! You'd die, Madam, to ſee her and her Equipage 
II thought the honeſt fat Tits, herHorſes, were aſhamed 
of their b inery; they dragg'd on, as if they were (till 
at ge and a great bathful-look'd Booby behind, 
graſp'd the Coach, as if he had held one. Ds 
© La. Alas! ſome People think there's nothing but 


H and the briſk Inſolence of the Servants in an 
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Equipage of Quality, are inimitable, but to our own 


Beaſts and Servants. 
1 La. Now you talk of Equipage, Tenvy this Lady 


the Beauty ſhell appear in in a Mourning Coach, *twill 


ſo become her Complexion ; 1confeſs I myſelf mourn'd 

two Years for no other Reaſon, Take up that Hood = 
there; Oh! that fair Face with a Vail. 

[They take up her Hood, 

IWid, Fye, fye, Ladies—but I've been told, Indeed, 


2 La. Well, I'll take the Liberty to ſpeak | it, ch ere 3 


| 8 Nutbrain has long had (VII be ſworn) a Paſſion 


for this Lady: but I'll tell you one Thing, I fear ſhe'll 
diſlike, that 1 is, he's younger than ſhe is. 5 
3 La. No, that's no Exception; but I tell you, 


ten he's younger than his Brother, 


Wid. Ladies, talk not of ſuch Affairs: Who cou d 


love ſuch an unhappy Relic as I am? But, dear Ma- 


dam, what Grounds have you for that idle Story? 
4 La. Why, he toaſts you, and trembles when you're 
ſpoke of ; it muſt be a Match, 
Mid. Nay, nay ; you rally, you rally: But I know 


you mean It kindly. 


1 La. 1 ſwear we do. 
[ Tattleaid wohiferi the Widow, 
Wid. But I muſt beſeech you, Ladies, ſince you have 
been ſo compaſſionate as to. viſit and accompany my 
Sorrow, to give me the only Comfort I can now know 
to ſee my Friends chearful, and to honqur an Entertain- 
ment Tattlegid has prepared within for you: If I can 
find Strength enough J Il attend you; but I wiſh you'd 
excuſe me, for I've no Reliſh of F God or Joy, but will 
try to geta Bit down in my own Chamber, | 
All. No, no, you muſt go with us. 
1 La, There's no Pleaſure without you | 
Mid. But, Madam, I muſt beg of your Ladyſhip 


not to be ſo importune to my freſh Calamity, as to 
mention Nutbrain any more: I'm ſure there's 3 


jn it: In Love with me, quoth a [Is helped o 
IO 
Enter 
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Enter Mademoiſelle, and Campley in Women's Clothes, 


5 carrying her Things, _ 

Mad. I very glad us be in de Ladies Antichamber; L 
was thamed of you. You yon ſuch impudent Look : 
Beſides me wonder you were not ſeized by the Con- 
ſtable, when you puſh'd de Man into de Kennel. 

Cam. Why, ſhow'd I have let him kiſs'd me? . 

Mad. No; but if you had hit him wit Fan, and ſay, 
why ſure Saucy box, it been enough ; beſide what you 
hitted de Gentleman for offer kiſſe ne. 


Cam. I beg Pardon, I did not know you were pleaſed : 


with it. 


Mad. Pleaſe no, but As rader be kiſſe den you, Mr. | 


Terim's Friend, be found out. Cou'd not you ſay when 

he kiſſe me, ſure Saucy box dat's Meat for your Ma- 
ſter. Beſides you take ſuch Strides when you walk 
walk—Oh fye; deſe little pette tiny bits a Woman 
ſteps. [ Shewing her Step. 
Cam. But, pr'ythee, Mademoiſelle, why have you loſt 
your E gliſb | ongue all of a ſudden; methought when 

the Feliow call'd us French Whores, as we came along, 


and ſaid we came to ſtarve their own People, you gave 


him pretty plain Engl; he was a Dog, a Raſcal,you'd 
ſend to the Stacks „ gs | 
Mad. Ha! hal! ha! I was in a Paſſion, and betrayed 
myſelf, but you're my Lover's Friend, and a Man of 
Honour, therefore know you'll do nothing to injure us. 
Why, Mr, Campley, you muſt know | can beak as good 


' Engliſh as you, but I don't, for fear of loſing my Cuſto- 


mers: The Engliſh will never give a Price for any Thing 
they underſtand. Nay, I've known ſome of your Fools 
pretend to buy with good Breeding, and give any Rate 
rather than not be thought to have French enough to 
know what they are doing; ſtrange and far-fetched 
Things they only like; don't you ſee how they ſwallow 


Gallons of the Juice of Tea, while their own Dock- 


leaves are trod under Foot, mum: my Lady Harriot. 


13 Enter Lady Harriot. 
Madam, votre Servant, Servante—— — Soni: 
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ter ? | 
L. Ha. Well and how—is that it in your Hand? 
Mad. Ovi—— 1 55 
L. Ha. Well then, why don't you give it me) 
Mad. O fye! Lady, dat be ſo right Engliſe, de En- 


gliſe mind only de Words of de Lovers, but de Words 


of de Lovers are often Lie, but de Action no Lie 


L. Ha. What does the Thing mean? Give me my 


Letter FF 
Mad. Me didinot deliver your Letter 
IL. Ha. No? ä dl 5 
Mad. No, me tell you, me did drop it, to ſee Mr. 


Campley how Cavalier to take it up. As deſe me drop it 


ſo Monſieur run to take it u 


[They both run to take it up. Mad. takes it. 


L. Ha Ovic-dtut dus he do—Dere de Letter 


very well, very well. O L'Amour! You act de manner 
Mr. Cample take it up better than l, do' you no 
| [They beth run, Harriot gets it. 


ſee it ? £5 
L. H. Readi. 


Ma DA Mu, 


AM glad you mention d what indeed 1 did not at that 
Time think of, nor if ] had, fhou'd I have known how 
to have ſpoken of. But bleſs me more than Fortune can, by 


turning thoſe fair Eyes upon, Madam, 
Your moſt Faithful, 5 
Moſt Obedient Humble Servant, 


Thomas Campley. 


What does he mean? But bleſs me more—by turning 
Oh 'tis be himſelf—| Looking about obſerves Cam. 


. ſmile.) Oh the Hoyden—the Romp—I did not think 
any Thing could add to your native Confidence, but you 
look ſo very bold in that Dreſs——and your Arms will! 


fall off And your Petticoats how they hang! 


I. E. Well, Mademoiſelle, did you deliver my Lets 


5 Cam. 5 


e 
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Cam. Mademoiſelle Voulez vous de Salville Lea 
Hongrie, Chez Monſieur Marchant de Montpellier —Dis 
for your Teet ¶ owing his Trinkets, ] De Eſſence, a little 
Book French for teach de elder Broders make Compli- 
ments. Will you, I fay, have any Thing that I have, 
will you have all I have? Madam. 
I. Ha. Yes, and for the Humour's Sake, will never 
part with this Box, while I live, ba! ha! ha! 
Cam. But, Lady Harriot, we mult not ſtand laughing; 


aàlã⁊s you obſerve in your Letter, Delays are dangerous in 


this wicked Woman's Cuſtody of you — therefore I 
| muſt, Madam, beſeech you, and pray ſtay not on Nice- 
ties, but be advis'd. N 5 
L. Ha. Mr. Campley, l have no Will but your's. 
Cam. Thou dear Creature but | Kif/es her Hand] 
Haik'ye, then you muſt change Dreſſes with Mademoiſelle, 
and go with me inſtantly. ä | | 
L.. Ha. What you pleaſe 
Cam. Madam D' Epingle, T muſt defire you to comply 
with a Humour of Gallantry of ours, you may be ſure 
I'll have an Eye over the Treatment you have upon my 
Account, only to change Habits with Lady Harriot, 
and let her go while you ſtay, „„ 
Mad. Wit all my Heart. [Offers to undrgſi herſel f. 
IL. Ha. What, before Mr. Campley ? 
Mad. Oh, oh, very Anglaiſe / Dat is ſo Engliſe, all 
Woman of Quality in France are dreſs and undreſs, by 
aà Valet de Chambre, de Man Chamber-maid helpCom- 
plexion, better den de Woman. [Apart to Har. 
I. Ha. Nay, that's a Secret in Dreſs, Mademoiſelle, 1 
never knew before, and am ſo unpoliſhed an Englih 
Woman as to reſolve never to learn ev'n to dreſs before 
my Huſband, Oh! Indecency! Mr. Campley, do you 
hear what Mademoiſelle ſays ————— | 
Mad. Oh! Hiſt Begatelle. 
L. Ha. Well, we'll run in and be ready in an Inſtant, 
0 [l. Exeunt, L. Harriot and Mademoiſelle, 
Cam. Well, I like her every Minute better and better. 
What a delicate Chaſtity ſhe has! There's ſomething ſo 
| grols in the Carriage of ſome Wives (tho? they're honeſt 
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too) that they loſe their Huſband's Hearts for Faults, 


which if they have either good Nature or good Breed- 
ing, they know not how to tell '*em of. But how hap- 
py am I in ſuch a Friend as Hardy, ſuch a Miſtreſs as 


 Harridt / | 


| Continus Heaw'n, a grateful Heart ro bleſs | 
With Faithin Frienaſbip, and in Love Succeſs. 


$5944$4$$$$944-9 9559+ 
ACT IV. SCENE L 
Xe Enter Widow and Truſty. 


Wit. R. Trufty, you have, I do aſſure you, the 
| fame Place and Power, in the Management 
of my Lord Brumptos's Eſtate, as in his Life time, (I 
am reduced to a Neceſſity of truſting him) [fe] How- 
ever Tatiltaid diſſembles the Matter, ſhe muſt be privy 
io Lady Harrict's Eſcape, ard Fardingale's as deep with 
'em both, and I fear will be their Ruin, which 'tis my 
Care and Duty to prevent. Be vigilant, and you ſhall 


be rewarded, I ſhall employ you wholly in Lady Shar- 


let's Affairs, ſhe is able to pay Services done for her, 
You've Senſe, and underſtand me, [Exit Widow, 
Fu. Ves, I do indeed underſtand you, and could wiſh. 


another could with as much Deteſtation as I do, but my 


poor old Lord is ſo ſtrangely, ſo bewitchedly enamoured 
of her, that even after this Diſcovery of her Wickedneſs, 
ſee he could be reconciPd to her, and though he is 
aſhamed to confeſs to me, I know he longs to ſpeak with 


her. If tell Lord Haray all, to make his Fortune, he 


would not let his Father be diſhonoured by a publick 
Way of Separation. If Things are acted privately, I 
know ſhe'll throw us all; there's no Middle-way, I 


muſt expoſe her to make a Re- union impradicable: 
Alas! how is honeſt Truth baniſhed the World, when we 
muſt watch the Seaſons and ſoft A venues to Mens Hearts, 
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to gain it Entrance ev'n for their own Good and In- 
tereſt, 5 8 „„ 
Enter Lord Hardy, Campley, and Trim. | 
Ld. H. I forget my own Misborieats, dear Campley, 

when | reflect on your Succeſs. 3 
Cam. I aſſure you it moderates the Swell of Joy that 
J am in, to think of your Difficulties. I hope my Feli- 
City is previous to your's; my Lady Harriet gives her 
Service to you, and we both think it but decent to ſuſ- 
pend our Marriage, till your and Lady SHarlot's Af- 
airs are in the ſame Poſture. 15 N 
L. H. Where is my Lady? . 
Cam. She's at my Aunt's, my Lord. But my Lord, 
if you don't interpoſe, I don't know how I ſhall adjuſt 
Matters with Mr. Trim, for leaving his Miſtreſs behind 
me, I fear he'll demand Satisfaction of me. 
Trim, No, Sir; alas, I can know no Satisfaction 
while ſhe is in Jeopardy. Therefore would rather be 
put in a Way to recover her by Horming the Caſtle, or 
ra Feat of Arms, like a true enamour'd Swain as 
1am. 45 . 
Cam. Since we are all three then expecting Lovers, 
my Lord, pr'ythee let's have that Song of your's which 
ſuits our common Purpoſe, eh <4 
L. H. Call in the Boy. 


Boy fings. 

Ye Minutes bring the happy Hour, 
And Chloe bluſhing to the Boxer 
Then ſhall all idle Flames beer, 

Mor Eyes or Heart &er wander mare ; 

Both, Chloe, fix d /or &er on thee, 

For thou art all thy Sex tome, © «1 

1 Fo > = FTE 

A Guilty is a falſe Embrace ; 
- Corinna's Lowe's a Fairy- Chace; 

| Begone, thou Meteor, flecting Fire, 

And all that can't ſurvive Deſire. 

Chloe my Reaſon moves and Awe, 


And Cupid hit me, when be ſaws 
8 * 
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Trim, Look MELT Gentlemen, ſince as you are pleas'd 
| 


to ſay we're all Lovers, and conſequently Poets, pray 
do me the Honour to hear a little Air of mine : You 
muſt know tben, I once had the Misfortune to fall in 
Love below myſelf, but Things went hard with us at 
that Time, ſo that my Paſſion, or as I may poetically 
Heat my Fire, was in the Kitchen : Twas towards a 
. but before I ever ſaw Mrs. Deborah. 
Id. H. Come on then, Trim, let's have it. 
Trim, J muſt run into next Room for a Lute, [Fxit. 
Cam. This muſt be diverting ! ! can the Rogue play . 
Re enter Trim, with'a Pair of Tongs. © 
Trim, Dear Cynderaxa herſelf very well underſtood 
this Inſtrument, I therefore always ſung this up to 
| i, as thus. i 


Cynderaxa ling and good, 
Has all my Heart aud Sigmach too; 
She makes me love, not hate, my F 1 
As other pee viſb Wenches do. 
II. 


When Venus leaves ber Vulcan's Cell, 
Which all but I a Coal. hole call; 
Fly, fly, ye that above Stairs e 
Her Face is —— d, ye waniſh all. 
III. 


And as fpe's fair foe can impart _ 
That Beauty Io make all Things fine ; 'M 
Brightens the Floor with auond rous Art, 

And at her Teuch the Diſhes ſhine, 


Ls. H.! proteſt, Will, thou art a Poet indecd; "ot 
at her Touch the Dijpes ſhine And you touch your 
Lute as nab _— | 


"Dae Bey. © 
By. There's one Mr. Truſty below would ſpeak 
with my Lord. 


Ld. H. Mr. Trafy, wy Father's Steward, what can | 
he have to lay to me? 


Cam. 
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Cam. He's very honeſt, to my Knowledge. 
Ld. H. I remember indeed when ! was turn'd out of 
the Houſe, he follow'd me to the Gate, and wept over 


me, for which I've heard he'd like to have loſt hisPlace. 
But however I muſt adviſe with you a little, about my 


Behaviour to him : let's in. Boy, bring him up hither, 


tell him I'l] wait on him preſently, [Exit Bey. 


I ſhall want you, I believe, here, Trim. [ Exeunt. 


Eran Re. enter Boy and Truſty. 
Boy. My Lord will wait on you here immediately. 5 


5 | [ Exit Boy. 
Tru. *Tis very well—theſe Lodgings are but homely 


for the Earl of Brumpion—Oh that damn'd Strumpet— 


that I ſhould ever know my Maſter's Wife for ſuch—— 
How many thouſand things does my Head run back to? 


After my poor Father's Death the good Lord took me, 
| becauſe he was a Captain in his Regiment, and gave me 


Education: I was, I think, Three and Twenty when 
this young Lord within was chriſtened ; what ado there 
was about calling him Francis? [wipes his Eyes. ]Theſe 
are but poor Lodgings for him. I cannot bear the joy 
to think that 1 ſhall ſave the Family, from which I've 
had my Bread, 5 
5 | Enter Trim. | 
Trim. Sir, my Lord will wait on you immediately, 

| Tru. Sir, *tis my Duty to wait on him [as Trim 

is going.] but, Sir, are not you the young Man that at- 


tended him at Chrift Church in Oxford, and have fol- 


low'd him ever fince ? 15 

Trim, Ves, Sir, I am. 1 . 
Tru. Nay, Sir, no harm, but you'll thrive the better 

%%%%%%àà0à00( ( oy oth | 

Trim. I like this old Fellow, I ſmell more Money. 
| | | [ Aide. Exit. 


Freu. I think it is now eight Years ſince I ſaw Aw 
he was not then nineteen, when I follow'd him to the 


Gate, and gave him fifty Guineas, which I pretended 
bis Father ſent after him. 5 . 
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: Enter Lord Hardy, | 

Ld. H. Mr. Trufty, 'm very glad to ſee you, you Took 
very hale and jolly, you wear well—— I'm glad to 
ſee it but your Commands to me, Mr. Tr»/ty, 

Tru. Why, my Lord, I prefume to wait on your Lord- 
ſhip ; my Lord, you're ſtrangely grown; you're your 
Father's very Picture; you're he, my Lord: You are 
the very Man that look'd ſo pleas'd, to ſee me look ſo 
fine in my lac'd Livery, io go to Court, I was his Page 
when he was juſt ſuch another as you. He kiſs'd me afore 
a great many Lords, and ſaid I was a brave Man's Son, 
that taught him to exerciſe his Arms. I remember he 
carried me to the great Window, and bid me be ſure to 
keep in your Mother's Sight in all my Finery. She was 
the fineſt young Creature, the Maids of Honour hated 
to ſec her at Court. My Lord then courted my good 
Lady: She was as kind to me on her Death-bed, ſhe ſaid 
to me, Mr. Trufty, take Care of my Lord's ſecond Mar- 
riage for that Child's Sake: She poin ed as well as ſhe 
could to you; you fell a crying, and ſaid ſhe ſhould not 
die; but ſhe did, my Lord; ſhe left the World, and no 
one like her in't. Forgive me, my honcut'd Maſter, 
FH ceps, runs 10 my Lord, and bugs him.] l've often car- 
ry'd you in thefe Arms that graſp yon, they were 
ſtronger then, but if I die to-morrow you're worth Five 
Thouſand Pounds by my Gift, *tis what I've got in 
the Family, and I return it to you with thanks — But 
alas, do I live to fee you want it? NS, 

Ld. E. You confound me with all this Tenderneſs 
and Generoſity. a | 

Tru. VI trouble you no longer, my Lord—but—— 

Id. H. Call it net a Trouble; for . 

Tru. My geod Lord, I will not, I ſay, indalge myſelf 
in talking fond Tales that melt me, and interrupt my 
Story: my Buſineſs to your Lord ſhip in one Word, is this; 
J am in good Confidence at preſent with my Lady 
Debager, and I know ſhe has ſome Fears upon her, 
which depend upon the Nature of the Settlement to your 
Di. favour; and under the Role———Be e 
| | | | | tear 
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I fear your Father has not had fair play for his Life; be 
compos'd my Lord, what is to be done in this, we'll not 
apply to publick juſtice in this caſe, 'till we ſee farther; 
*twill make it noiſy, which we muſt not do, if I might 
adviſe, You ſhall, with a Detachment of your Com- 
pany, ſeize the Corps as it goes out of the Houſe this 
Evening to be interr'd in the Country, *twill only look 
| like taking the Adminiſtration upon yourſelf, and come 
mencing a Suit for the Eſtate ; ſhe has put off the ly. 
ing in State, and Lady Harriot's Eſcape with Mr. Camp- 
ley makes her fear he will prove a powerful Friend, both 
to the young Ladies and your Lordſhip, She cannot 
with Decency be ſo buſy, as when the Corps is out of 
the Houſe, therefore haſtens it. I know your whole 
Affair, leave the Care of Lady Shar/or to me, [I'll pre. 
acquaint her, that ſhe may'nt be frightned, and diſpoſe 
of her ſafely to obſerve the Iſſue. 1 85 j 
Id. H. I wholly underſtand you, it ſhall be done. 
Tru. 'm ſure I am wanted this moment for your In- 
| tereſt at home, This Ring ſhall be the Paſſport of In- 
telligence, for whom you ſend to aſſault us, and the 
Remittance of it ſeal'd with this, ihall be Authentick 
frem within the Houſe, _ 43 
Ld. H. Tis very well. 5 5 | 
Tru. Hope all you can wiſh, my Lord, from a certain 
Secret relating to the Eſtate, which VII acquaint you. 
with next time I fee you, . [ Exit. 
Ld. H. Your Servant — This Fellow's ſtrangely ho- 
ne ſt — Hal Nil. | 1 


Enter Campley and Will. | 
Fill, don't the Recruits wait for me to ſee 'em at their 
Parade before this Houſe? 7: 5 

' Trim. Yes, and have waited theſe three Hours. 

Id. E. Go to 'em, I'll be there myſelf immediately, 
we muſt attack with 'em, if the Rogues are ſturdy, this 
veiy Evening. 1 i ne 

Trim. I gueſs where—I'm overjoy'd at it. PII war- 
rant you they do it, if [command in Chief. 1 
Ld. H. Idefign you thall. [I rims runs out jumping. 


62 The FUNER AL: Or, 


Camp. You ſeem, my Lord, to be in deep Meditation, 


Ld. H. I am fo, but not on any thing that 1 may 
not be acquainted with. 


Enter Trim, with a Company of ragged F ellos; with 


a Cane. 


1 Sol. Why then I find, Mr. Trim, we ſhall come to - 


Blows before we fee the French— 


Trim. Harkee, Friend, 'tis not your . Affair to gueſs 
or enquire what you are going to do, tis only tor us 


Commanders— 


2 Sol. The French, Pox, they are but a Company of 


: wa nga e Cats—They fight ? 
, Y raw 
| miſtaken in your Facings at Szeerkirk ? 


2 Sol. I grant it; you know I have an Antipathy to 
the French hate to ſee the Dogs Look you here, 


CINE: I was ſhot quite through the Body Look 


'T rim, Pry? thee, look, where enter'd at your Back, 


2 Sol. Look you, Mr. Trim, you will have your Jos. | 
ting. 


we know you are a Wit— But what's that to a fig 
Man ? 


1 Kate. | 
3 Mr. Trin, Mr. n 
Frim. Things are not as they have been, Mrs. Kate, 


1 now pay the Company—and we that pay Money ex- 
pect a little more Ceremony —— 


Kate. Will your Honour pleaſe to taſte ſome ui 


French Brandy? 
Trim, Art thou ſure, good Woman, tis right? [ Drinks ] 


How—French—pray—nay, if I fin] you deceive me, 
[Drinks. 


who pay the Men 


Kate. Pray good Maſter, have you ſpoke to my Lord 
about me? 


Trim. 1 have, but you ſhall ſpeak to him yourſelf —. | 
thou haſt been a true Campaigner, Kate, and we muſt, 


not neglect thee—Do you ſell grey Peaſe yet of an Even- 


I g—Mrs. Maichlock——— [ Drinks aga un. 
| Kate. 1 


arkee, don't bluſter - were not yoo a little 


2 w T 
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Kate. Any thing to turn the penny, but I got more 


by crying Pamphlets this Year, than by any thing I have. 
done a great while—Now I am married into the Com- 


pany again, I deſign to croſs the Seas next Year, But, 


Maſter, my Huſband, a Temple Porter, and a Parliament 


Man's Footman, laſt Night by their talk made me think 

there was danger of a Peace; why, they ſaid all the 

Prime People were againſt a War. 
Trim. No, no, Kate, never fear, you know I keep 


prone Company, all Men are for War, but ſome would 


ave it Abroad, and ſome would have it at Home in 
their own Country, | 

Kate. Ay, ſay you ſo : Drink about, Gentlemen, not 
a Farthing to pay; a War is a War, be it where it 


will; — But pray, Mr. Trim, ſpeak to my Lord, that 


when theſe Gentlemen have Shirts I may waſh for 'em. 


Trim, | tell you, if you behave well to-night, you 
| ſhall have a Fortnight's Pay each Man as a Reward ; but 


there's none of you induftrious, there's a thouſand things 
you might do to help out about this Town——as to 


ery ———Puff———Puff Pyes. Have you any Knives 


or Sciſſors to grind -or late in an Evening, whip 


from Grubſtree ſtrange and bloody News from Flanders 


Votes from the Houſe of Commons 

Buns, rare Buns=——old Silver Lace, Clokes, Suits, 

or Coats — old Shoes, Boots or Hats —— But here, 

here, here's my Lord a coming — here's the Captain, 

fall back into the Rank - There move up in the Centre, 

Enter Lord Hardy and Cainpley. 

Id. H. Let me ſee whether my ragged Friends are 
ready and about me. tt | „ 

Kate. Enſign Campley, Enfign Campley, I am overjoy'd 

to ſee your ave, ha' the World's ſurely alter'd, ha”. 


Cam. *Tis ſo, faith Kate; why art thou true to the 


Cauſe, with the Company ſtill, honeſt Amaxon. 
Kate. Dear Soul, not a bit of Pride in him; but 


won't your Honour help in my Buſineſs with my Lord? 


ſpeak for me, noble Enſign, do. 5 
Cam. Speak to him yourlelt, I'll ſecond you. 


Kate. | 
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Id. H. Private Gentlemen 
Humphrey Mu ndung us, William Faggot, Nicholas Scab, 


6 . FunEtRAL: Or, 


Katie, Noble Captain, my Lord, I ſuppoſe Mr. Trim 
has told your Honour about my Petition, I have been a 
great Sufferer in the Service; 'tis hard for a poor Wo- 
man to loſe nine Huſbands in a War, and no Notice ta- 


ken; nay, three of 'em, alas, in the ſame Campaign, 


here the Woman ſtands that ſays it, I never ſtript a Man 


ill firſt try'd if he could ſtand on his Legs, and if not, 


I think *twas fair Plunder, except our Adjutant, and he 


Was a Puppy that made my eighth Huſband run the 


Gauntlet tor not turning his 'Toes out. 
Ld. H. Well, we'll confider thee, Kate, but fall back 


into the Rear, A Roll of what? Gentlemen Soldiers. 


Trim. to Bumpl in.] Do you hear that, my Lord him« 
ſelf can't deny but we are all Gentlemen as mach as his 


Honour — 


Ld. H. reading.] Gentlemen Soldiers quarter'd in and 
about Guy-Court in Vinegar Yard, in Rufſel-Court in 
Drury Lane belonging to the Honourable Captain Hardy's 
Companyof Foot So, anſwer to your Names, and march 
off from the Left— John Horſeem, Corporal, march eaſy 


that I may view you as you paſs by me: Drums, Simon 
Rufe, Darby Tattoo — There's a Shilling for you—Tattco, 


be always fo tight: How doos he keep himſelf ſoclean ? 
Faq Sir, he is a Tragedy-Drum to one of the Play- ß 
houſes. | | 


- Alexander Cowitch, 

Timothy Megrim, Philip Scratch, Nehemiah Duſt, Humphrey 

Garbage, Nathaniel Matchl:ck. | - = 
Cam. What, is Matchlock come back to the Company? 


That's the Fellow that brought me off at Steentirk. 


Ld. H. No, sir, 'tis I am oblig'd to him for that; 
[Ofering to give him Money] there, Friend; you ſhalh 


want for nothing, I'll give thee a Halbert too. 


Kate. O brave me! Shall | be a Serjeant's Lady—L 


faith I'll make the Drums, and the Corporals Wives, 
and Company-keepers know their Diſtance. _. 


Cam. How far out of the Country did you come to 


Liſt, don't you come from Cern val, how did you bear 


your Charges ? 
os Match 
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Match. Twas whipt from Conſtable to Conſtable— - 


Trim. Ay, my Lord, that's due by the Courteſy of 


England to all that want in red Coats; beſides, there's 
an AR that makes us free of all Corporations, and that's 
the Ceremony of it. | 


Cam. But what preterce had they for uſing you ſo ill, 


you did not pilfer ? 

Match. I was found guilty of being Poor. 

Cam. Poor Devil! „ 

Id. H. Timothy Ragg—Oh, Ragg ! I thought when I 
gave you your Diſcharge, juſt before the Peace, we ſhould 
never have had you again; how came you to liſt now? 

Reg. To pull down the French King. 

Ld. H. Bravely reſolv'd—But pull your Shirt into 
your Breeches, in the mean time— Ferfrrey Tatter— 
What's become of the Skirts and Buttons of your Coat? 

Tatter. In our laſt Clothing, in the Regiment I ſerv'd 


in be fore, the Colonel had one Skirt before, the Agent 


one behind, and every Captain of the Regiment a 
VVV „ 
Ld. HE. Huſh you Rogue, you talk Mutiny, [ Smiling. 
Trim, Ay, Sirrah, what have you to do with more 
| Knowledge than that of your Right Hand from your 


Left? [Hits him a Biow on the Head, 


Id. H. Hugh Clump—Clump, thou groweſt a little too 
Heavy for marching. | 

Trim. Ay, my Lord, but if we don't allow him the 
$5.4 he'll ſtarve, for he's too Lame to get into the Hoſe 
pital. | — 
Id. H. Richard Bumplin: Ha! A perfect Country 
Hick— how came you, Friend, to be a Soldier? 


Bump. An't pleaſe your Honour, I have been croſs'd 


in Love, and am willing to ſeek my Fortune, 
Ld. E. Well I've ſeen enough of 'em, if you mind 
your Affair, and act like a wiſe General, theſe Fellows 
may do come take your Orders. | Trim puts his Hat 
en his Stick, awhile my Lerd is giving him the Ring, and 
2whiſpers Orders] Well, Gentlemen, do your Buſineſs 
mantully, and nothing ſhall be too good for you. 


All, Bleſs your Honour. (Exe, Har. and Campley. 


Trim, 


— 
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Trim, Now, my brave Friends and Fellow-Soldiers 
[aide] I muſt Fellow-Soldier em juft before Battle, like 


a true Officer, tho? I cane 'em all the Year round be- 


tide — Strutting about) Major-General Trim, no, Pox, 


Trim ſounds ſo very ſhort and priggiſh—that my Name 


ſhould be a Monoſyllable! But the Foreign News will 


write me, I ſuppoſe, Monfieur or Chevalier Trimont. 


Seigneur Trimoni, or Count Trimuntz, in the German 
Army, I ſhalt perhaps be call'd; ay, that's all the 


Plague and Comfort of us great Men, they do ſo toſs 
our Names about—But Gentlemen, you are now under 


my Command—Huzza ! 'Thrice—Faith, this is very 


pleaſing, this Grandeur! Why, after all, 'tis upon 


the Neck of ſuch Scroundrels as theſe Gentlemen, that 


we great Captains build our Renown—A Million or 


two of theſe Fellows make an Alexander, and as that 
my predeceſſor ſaid in the Tragedy of him on the very 


ſame Occaſion going to ſtorm for his Szazira, fo do I 


for my dear Sempſtreſs, Madam 4 Epingle. 


When I ruſh on, ſure none will dare to ay; 
Tis Beauty calls, and Glory leads the Way, 


NN 
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ACT: Y. SCENE I 
Enter Truſty and Lord Brumpton. | 


Tru. 
tune; ſhe has, out of Impatience to ſee her- 


ſelf in her Weeds, order'd her Mantua-Woman to ſtitch 
up any thing immediately——You may hear her and 


Tattleaid laugh aloud—ſhe is ſo wantonly merry, 5 
Id. B. But this of Lady Shark is the very utmoſt of 
all III Pray read But I mult fit My late Fit 


of the Gout makes me act with Pain and Conſtraint f 


Let me ſee 


Tru. She writ it by the Page, who brought it me, ag 


I had wheedled him to do all their Paſſages, 
14. B. [reads.} 


Tis muſt watch the Occaſion of the Servants being gons 


cut of the Houſe with the Corps, Tattleaid ſhall conduct 


. you ta my Lady Sharlot's Hpartment---away ith her- 
and be ſure you Bed her 3 


Your affectionate Siſter, Mary Brumpton. 


Brumpton. The Creature—She call'd as Frant's Mo- 


ther was ? Brumpton ! The Succeba! What a Devil In- 
carnate have I had in my Boſom ? Why, the common 
abandon'd Town Women would ſeruple ſuch an Action 


as this—— Tho' they have loſt all regard jo their own 


_ Chaſtity, they would be tender of another's———Why 
ſure ſhe had no Infancy She never had Virginity, to 


have | 


HE knows no Moderation in her good F or- | 


* 
retro ob Pei monotypic T0 
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have no Compaſſion through Memory of her own forme? 


Innocence — This is to forget her very Humanity —— _ 


her very Sex—Where is my poor Boy ? Where's Frank? 
Does not he want! How has he liv'd all this time Not 


a Servant I warrant, to attend ini What Com- 


pany can he keep? What can he ſay of his Father? 

Tra. Tho' you made him not your Heir, he is ſtill 
your Son—and has all the Duty and Tenderneſs in the 
World for your Memory — — | 


* 


Ld. B. It is impoſſible, Truſt, it is impoſſible 


nance—tell me he hates my very Name——wou'd not 
aſſume my Title, becauſe it deſcends from m 
What's his Company ? | 

Tru, Young Tom Campley, they are never aſunder. 


- Id. B. I am glad he has my pretty Tattler — the 
Harrict———] hope he'll be 


Chearful Innocent 
good to her—he's good-natur'd and well-bred 
Tru. But, my Lord, ſhe was very punctual in order- 


ing the Funeral —— ſhe bid Sable be ſure to lay you 


deep enough ſhe had heard ſuch Stories of the 
wicked Sextons taking up people 


more 


tell you, ſince you cannot be convinc'd but that I have 
ſtill a Softneſs for her—I ſay tho? I had fo, it ſhould ne- 
ver make me tranſgreſs that ſcrupulous Honour that 


becomes a Peer of EH gland if I could ones In- 


Juries done myſelf tbus groſs I never will thoſe done 
my Friends — You knew SHarlot's worthy Father 
No — — there's no need of my ſeeing more of this 


Woman II behold her now with the ſame Eyes 
that you do— —there's a Meanneſs in all fhe ſays or 


does- —ſhe has a great Wit but a little Mind 


ſomething ever wanting to make her appear my Lady 


Brumpton — . — ſhe has nothing natively Great 
you ſee I love her not I talk with judgment 


of he 


5 
will not rack myſelf with the Thought. That one 1 
have injur'd can be ſo very good —keep me in Counte- 


but I wiſh, my 
Lord, you would pleaſe to hear her and Tatileaid once 


Ld. B. I know to what thy Zeal tend - but I 


Fru. 
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Tru. I ſee it, my good Lord, with Joy I ſee it—nor 
care how few things I ſee more in this World — My Sa- 
tisfaction is complete Welcome old Age—welcome 
Decay —'tis not Decay, but Growth to a latter Being. 
Rr as, [Exit, leading Ld. B. 
| Re-enter Truſty meeting Cabinet. 


Tru. I have your Letter, Mr. Cabinet. fd 
Cab. I hope, Sir, you'll believe it was not in my Na- 
ture to be guilty of ſo much Baſeneſs; but being born a 
Gentleman, and bred out of all Road of Ind uſtry in 


that idle manner too many are, I ſoon ſpent a ſmall Pa- 


trimony ; and being debauch'd by Luxury, I fell into the 


narrow Mind to dread no Infamy like Poverty—which _ 


made me guilty, as that Paper tells you——and had I 
not writ to you, I am ſure I never could have told you of 
Tru. It is an ingenious, pious Penitence in you—my 
Lord Hardy —— (to whom this Secret is ineſtimable) is a 
noble natur'd Man — and you ſhall find him ſuch 
I give you my Word —  _ 
Cab. I know, Sir, your Integrity—— 
Tru. But pray be there—all that you have to do is to 
_ aſk forthe Gentlewoman at the Houſe at my Lord Haray's 
 ——=fſhe'll take Care of you 
where ſhe places you, 'till you fee me.—[ Ex. Cab.} 
MyLord Hardy's being an Houſe where theyreceive Lod- 


pert, has allowed me convenience to place every Body 


think neceſſary to be by at her Diſcovery— This 
prodigreue welcome Secret! I ſee, however impractica- 
ble honeſt Actions may appear, we may go on with juſt 
Hope. e 95 


All that,is Ours, is to be juſtly bent, 
And Heav'n in its wn Cauſe will ble 


Enter Trim and his PR. > 
Trim. March up, march up Now wg are near the 


Citadel and halt only to give the neceſſary Orders for 


the Engagement Ha! Clump, Clamp, When we come 
to Lord Brampton's Door, and you ſee us conveniently diſ- 


pos'd 


And pray have Patience, | 


j th? Events [Exit, | 
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pos'd about the Houſe——you are to wait till you ſee 
a2 Corps brought out of the Houſe then to go up to 
him you obſerve the Director, and aſk importunately for 
an Alms to a eve Soldier——for which you may be 
ſure you ſhall have a good Blow or two but if you 
have not, be ſaucy till you have Then when you ſee. 
a File of Men got between the Houſe and the Body—A 
File of Men, Bumplin, is fix Men—T ſay, when you 
| ſee the File in ſuch a Poſture, that half the File may 
face to the Houſe, half to the Body you are to 
fall down, crying Murder, that the half File fac'd to the 
Body may throw it and themſelves over vou [ then 
march to your Reſcue---Then, Swagger, you and your 
Party fall in to ſecure my Rear, while I march off with 
the Body---Theſe are the Orders——and this, with a 
little Improvement of my own, is the ſame Diſpoſition 
Villeroy and Catinat made at Chiari. 5 
5 Y | [ Marches off with his Party. 
Enter Widow in deep Mourning, with a dead Squirrel on 
. her Arm, and Tattleaid. 3 
Vid. It muſt be fo It muſt be your Careleſſneſs 
What had the Page to do in my Bed- Chamber?! 
Tat. Indeed, Madam, I can't tell---But I came in 
and catch'd him weinging round his Neck—— 
Wid. Tell the Raſcal from me--.he ſhall romp with 
the Footmen no more No I'll ſend the Rogue in 
a Frock to learn Latin among the dirty Boys that come 
to good- -I will- But tis ever ſo among theſe Crea- 
tures that live on one's ſuperfluous Affections; a Lady's 
Woman, Page and Squirrel are always Rivals, 
Poor harmleſs Anima Pretty ev'n in Death. 
Death might have over-look'd thy little Life 
How could'ſt thou, Reôin, leave thy Nuts and me? 
How was't, importunate Deareſt, thou ſtiould'ſt die? 
Thou never didſt invade thy Neighbour's Soils: 
Never mad'ſt War with ſpecious Shews of Peace: 
Thou never haſt depopulated Regions, 
But chearfully didſt bear thy Hale Chain, 2 
Content - So I but fed thee with this Hand. 


Cat 


i 
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Tat. Alas! alas! we are all Mortal: Conſider, Ma- 
dam, my Lord's dead too. | 

Wid. Ay, but our Animal Friends do wholly die; 


an Huſband or Relation, after Death, is rewarded or 


tormented=——That's ſome Conſolation I know 
her Tears are falſe, for ſhe hated. Robin always— aide] 

But ſhe's a well-bred diſhoneſt Servant, that never 
ſpeaks a painful Truth——But Þ'll refolve to conquer 
my AMiaion — Never ſpeak more of Robin- 


Hide him there—But to my Dreſs--- How ſoberly mag- 


nificent is Black—And the Train—l1 wonder how Wi- 
dows came to wear ſuch long Tails ! | 
Tat. Why, Madam, the ftatelieſt of all Creatures 
has the longeſt Tail, the Peacock, nay 't has of all Crea- 
| tures the fineſt Mien too except your Ladyſhip, 
who are a Phenix— | 


id. Ho! Brave Tatthaid—But did not you obſerve 
| what awhining my Lady Sy made, when ſhe had drank. 
a little? Did r believe her ? Do you think there are 


really People ſorry for their Huſbands? _ | 

Tat. Really, Madam, ſome Men do leave their For- 
tunes in ſuch Diſtraction, that I believe it may be 
[ Speaks with Pins in her Mouth, 


Wid. But I ſwear I wonder how it came up to dreſs 


us thus! proteſt, when all my Equipage is ready, 
and I move in full Pageantry, I ſhall fancy myſelf an 
Ambaſſadreſs from the Commonwealth of Women, the 
diſtreſſed State of Amaxonia— to treat for Men- But 
I proteſt I wonder how two of us thus clad can meet 
with a grave Face—methinks they ſhould laugh out like 
two Fortune-tellers, or two opponent Lawyers that 
know each other for Cheats. | 
Tat, Ha! ha! ha! I ſwear to you, Madam, your 
ray Hh Wit will choke me one time or other--I had 
like to 
_  Wid. But Tatty, to keep Houſe ſix Weeks, that's 
another babarous Cuſtom ; but the Reaſon of it, I ſup- 


poſe, was that the baſe People ſhould not ſee People of 
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ave ſwallowed all the Pins in my Mouth 


8 
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Tar. No; *tis becauſe they ſhould not ſee em as mer- 
Ty as themſelves, 5 | 7 IE 
Wid. Ha! ha! ha! Huſſey, you never ſaid that you 


ſpoke laſt why 'tis juſt——tis Satire——Pm ſure 


you ſaw it in my Face, that I was going to ſay it—'twas 


too good for you Come lay down that Sentence and 


the Pin-cuſhion, and pin up my Shoulder —— Hark'ye, 


Huſſey, if you ſhou'd, as I hope you won't, out live 
me, take Care I an't buried in Flannel, *twould never 


become me I'm ſure — That they can be as merry: 


Well, Pl tell my new Acquaintance——What's her 
Name? She that reads ſo much, and writes Verſes 
Her Huſband was deaf the firſt Quarter of a Year ——[ 


forget her Name— That Expreſſion ſhe'll like—=Well, 


that Woman does divert me ſtrangely.— I'll be very 
great with her She talk'd very learnedly of the Ridi- 
cule, till ſhe was ridiculous—then ſhe ſpoke of the De- 


cent—of the Agreeable—of the Inſenſible—ſhe defigns 
But of all things I like her 


to print the Diſcourſe 


Tat. Pray, Madam, how was that ? : | 


Mid. A moſt uſeful Diſcourſe to be inculcated in our 
Teens the Purpoſe of it is to _— our Apprehen- 


fion in this ill-bred Generation of Men, who {peak be- 


fore Women what they ought not to hear — As now 


ſuppoſe you were a Spark in my Company, and you 
ſpoke ſome double Entendre——l look then! But be a 
Fellow, and you ſhall ſee how I'll uſe you — The In- 


ſenſible is uſeful upon any Occaſion, where we ſeemingly. 
neglect, and ſecretly approve, which is our ordinary 


common Caſe——Now ſuppoſe a Coxcomb dancing, 
prating and playing his Tricks before me to move me— 
without Pleaſure or Diſtaſte in my Countenance I look 


at him—juſt thus—but—Ha ! ha! ha! I have found 


out a Supplement to this Notion of the Inſenfible, for 


always in my Head all that they can ſay or do to me— 


ſo never be ſurpriz'd: with Laughter, the Occafion of 
which is always ſudden— e 


my own Uſe, which is infallible, and that is, to have 


* 
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Tat. Oh, my Lady Brampton {Tattleaid vows a 
eringes,) My Lady—your meſt obedient Servant 
id. Look you, Wench, you ſee by the Art of Inſen- 


ſibility I put you out of Countenance, tho” vou were 


Prepar'd for an ill Reception !?!“ FRIES 
Tat. Oh! Madam-——how juſtly are you form'd for 

what is now fall'n to you, the Empire ns Mankind 
Mid. O Sir, that puts me out of all my Inſenſibility 


x 


at once—that was ſo gallant Ha ! what Noiſe is that 
that Noiſe of F ighting——Kua, Ifay——Whither are 


you going—— What, are you mad—— Will you leave 
me alone — Can't you ftir—— What, you can't take 
your Meſſage with you— Whatever 'tis, I ſuppoſe you are 
not in the Plot; not you Nor that now 3 break - 


ing open my Houſe for Shar/at————Not you Go ſee 


what's the matter I ſay, I have no body I can truſt - 

One [Exit Tattleaid.] Minute I think this Wench ho- 

neſt, and the next falſe—— Whither ſhall I turn me? 
Tat. Madam Madam. I Ke. entring. 


Wid. Madam, Madam, will you ſwallow me gaping 
Tat. Pray, good my Lady, be not ſo out of Humour 


E hut there is a Company of Rogues have ſet upon our 


| Servants and the Burial Man's, while others ran away 


with the Corps „ „„ 
Vid. How, what can this mean? What can they do 


wich it! Well, *twill fave the Charge of Inte. ment 


But to what ent? 


Enter Truſty, and a Servant. Bloody and dirty, baling in 


Clump and Bumpkin. 


hs Ser. Ill teach you better Manners I'll poor Soldier 


you—You Dog you, I will—-Madam, here are two of 
the Raſcals that were in the Gang of Rogues that car- 
ried away the Corps: | 1 | 8 

Mid. We'll examine 'em apart Well, Sirrah, what 


are you ? Whence came you ? What's your Name? 


Sirrah. [Clump makes Signs as a dumb Man. 
Ser. O you Dog, you could. ſpeak loud enough juſt 

now, S$irrah, when your Brother Rogues maul'a Mr. 
Sable. we'll make you) (ſpeak, Surah * 


. * — 


n 
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Wid. Bring the other Fellow hither -I ſuppoſe you 
wo own you knew that Man before you ſaw him at my 
Door? ä , | 
Clump. I think I have ſeen the Gentleman's Face, 
| ES | [ Bowing to Bumpkin, 
Mid. The Gentleman's ! the Villain mocks me—— 
But, Friend, you look like an honeſt Man, what are 
you? whence come you? What are you, Friend? 
Bump. Iſeat preſent but a private Gentleman, but I 
was lifted to be a Sergeant in my Lord Hardy's Com- 


in N 
_  Fid. Leave the Room all. | V 
3 5 [ Exeunt all but Truſty and Tattleaid. 
Mr. Traſiy—Lord Hardy ! O that impious young Man 
thus, with the ſacrilegious Hands of Ruffians to di- 
vert his Father's Aſhes vor their Urn, and Reft—[_ 
ſuſpect this Fellow [ ajzde.] Mr. Truſiy, I mnſt defire you 


pany—Plſe not aſham'd of my Name, nor of my Kop- | 


40 be ſtill near me—L'll know the Bottom of this, and || 


89 to Lord Hardy's Lodgings as I am, inftantly—Tis 


but the backſide of this Street, 1 think—Let a Coach 
be call'd— Tattleaid, as ſoon as I am gone—Condut my 


Brother and his Friends to Lady SHarlot, away with her 
bring Madamoiſelle away to me that ſhe may not be 
'a Witneſs— Come, good Mr. Truſty,  [Exeun. 
Enter Ld. Hardy, leading Harriot ; Campley and Trim. 
Ld. Har, Why then 1 find this Mr. Trim is a perfect 


General- But I'll aſſure you, Sir, I'll never allow you L 


an Hero, who could leave your Miſtreſs behind you; 
ou ſhould have broke the Houſe down, but you ſhould 
have brought Madamoiſelle with you,—_ 

_ Trim, No really, Madam, I Fin ſeen ſuch ſtrange 
Fears come into the Mens Heads, and ſuch ſtrange Re- 
ſolutions into the Womens, upon the Occaſion of Ladies 

following a Camp, that I thought it more diſcreet to 
leave her behind me my Succeſs will naturally touch 

her as much as if ſhe were here | 


I. H. A good intelligent arch Fellow this [afide.] 
But were not you ſaying, my Lord, you believe 
Eo rr WO Ep tor wa 
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Brampton would follow hither——if ſo, pray let me be 
gone | 


Id. H. No, Madam; I muſt beſeech your Ladyſhi 


to ſtay, for there are things alledg'd againſt her which 


u. who have liv'd in the Family, may perhaps, give 
ight into, and which I can't believe even ſhe could be. 
guilty of. FVV 
I. Ha. Nay, my Lord, that's generous to a Folly, 
for even for her Uſage of you (without regard to my- 
ſelf) I am ready to believe ſhe would do any thing that 


can come into the Head of a cloſe, malicious, cruel, 


_ deſigning Woman. - 
ER. 3 Enter Bey. | 
L. Ha. Vilrun hay 3 


Cam. No, no, ſtand your Ground; you are a Soldier's. 
Wife. Come, we'll rally her to Death —— 1 755 
L. Ha. Pr'ythee entertain her a little, while I go in 


for a Moment's Thought on this Occaſion. [Ei. 


Lud. Har. She has more Wit than us both—— 
Cam. Pſhaw, no matter for than——Be ſure, as ſoon 
as the Sentence is out of my Mouth to clap in with ſome- 
thing elſe - — and laugh at all I ſay; I'll be grateful, 
and burſt myſelf at my pretty witty Wife——We'll fall 


in ſlap upon her. ſhe ſhan't have time to ſay a Word 


of the running away. 5 
Enter Lady Brumpton and Truſty. 


} 


O, my Lady Brumpton, your Ladyſhip's moſt obedient 


Servant. This is my Lady Harriot Campley 
Why, Madam, your Ladyſhip is immediately in your 
Mourning—-Nay, as you have more Wit than any Bo - 
dy, (fo what ſeldom Wits have) you have more Pru- 
dence too—Other Widows have nothing in readineſs 
but a ſecond Huſband——but you, I ſee, had your very 
Weeds and dreſs lying by you n 
I. Ha. Ay, Madam; I ſee your Ladyſhip 1s of the 
Om of Widowhood, for you have put on the Ha- 


 Wid. I ſee your Ladyſhip is not of the Profeſſion of 


Virginity, for you have loſt the Look-on't=— _ 


0 Poti: Or, © 
Cam. You're in the Habit. That was ſo pretty, 
nay, without Flattery, Lady Harrior, you have a great 
deal of Wit, ha! ha! ha! 1 : | 
L. Ha. No, my Lady Brumpten here is the Woman of 
Wit; but indeed ſhe has got but little enough, conſider- 
ing how much her Ladyſhip has to defend. Ha! ha! ha! 
Mid. I am ſorry, Madam, your Ladyſhip has not 
what's ſufficient for your Occaſions, or that this pretty 


Gentleman can't ſupply 'em 


—,  [Campley dancing about and trolling. 
Hey-day! I find, Sir, your Heels are a great Help to 
your Head They relieve your Wit, I fee; and 1 
don't queſtion but ere now they have been as kind to 
your Valour; Ha! ha! 1 | : 
Cam. Pox, I can ſay nething, tis always thus with 
your Endeavours to be witty 7 gangs I ſaw, Madam, 
your Mouth go, but there cou 
anſwer to what my Lady Harriot ſaid wow — ] was 
_ home———'T was cutting Satie e 
I. Ha. Oh, Mr. Canpley ! But pray, Madam, has 
Nr. Catiart vißted your Ladyſhip fince this Cala mity— 
Flow ſtands that Affair now ? 
Vid. Nay, Madam, if yos already want Inſtructions 
I quaint you how the World ſtands, if you 
are in Diſtrefſ. but I fear Mr. Caply overhears 
=: | e 
Cam. And all the Tune the Pipers play'd, was Toll- 
_ toll-doroll--— 1 ſwear, Lady Hargios, were I not already 
yours; I eould have a Tender for this Lady. 5 
 Wid. Come, good Folks, I find we afe very free with 
each ther What makes vo. two here? Do you board 
my Lord, or he you ? Come, come, ten Shillings a 
Head will go a great Way in a Family=— What do 
you fay, Mrs. Campley, is it ſo? Does your Ladyfſhip | 
| go to market yourfe}f ?—=Nay, you're in the right of 
it Come - can you imagine what makes my Lord ſtay ? 
ee is not now with his Land Stewatd—not ſigning 
Leaſes | hope; Ha! ha! ha! = „„ 
Cam. Hang her, to have more Tongue than a Man 
and his Wife to [ Afrde, 
=, | | Enter 


d be nothing offer'd in 
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Eier Lord Hardy, | | 
Ld. H. Becauſe your Ladyſhip is, I know, i in very 
much Pain in Company you have injur'd- Pl be 
ſhort—Open thoſe Doors—there lies your Huſband's, 
my Father's Body-- and by you ſtands the Man ee 
vou of poiſoning him! 

I/id. Of poiſoning him! 

Tru. The Symptoms will appear upon the Corps. 

Ld, H. But Lam ſeized by Nature—How ſhall I view 

a breathleis Lump of Clay—Him whoſe high Veins con- 

vey'd to me this vital Force, and Motion. 

I cannot bear that Sight 8 

I am — fix'd and motionleſs as he- Eat 
They open the Coffin, out of which jumps Lady Sharlot, 

Ar on ths abel 8 Mind bad Th 

Art thou the cold inanimate— Bright Maid ! 

Thou giv'ſt new higher Life to all around. 3 

Whither does Fancy, fir'd with Love convey me 1 

Whither trau ſported by my pleaſing bag ! 

The Seaſon vaniſhes at thy Approach ; 

*Tis Morn, *tis Spring 

Daiſies and Lillies ſtrow thy flow'ry Way. 

Why is my Fair unmov'd—My Heav'nly Fair; 

Does ſhe but ſmile at my exalted Rapture? : 

L. Sha. Oh! Senſe of Praiſe to me unfelt before, 
Speak on, ſpeak on, and charm my attentive Ear: 
How ſweet Applauſe is from an honeſt Tongue. 
Thou lov'ſt my Mind Haſt well Affection plac'd ; 
In what, nor ime, nor Age, nor Care, nor Want can 

alter. | 
Oh how joy in thee My eternal Lover ; ; 
Immutable as the Object of thy Flame! 
I love, I'm proud, 1 triumph that I love, . 
Pure L approach thee—Nor did I with empty Show * 
Gorgeous Attire, or ſtudied Negligence, 
Or Song, or Dance, or Ball, allure thy Soul; 
Nor waar, or Fear, ſuch Arts to keep, or loſe it: 
Nor now with fond Reluctance doubt to enter 
My ren, wg Abode, this gallant Heart. 
5 e on Hardy. 
D 3 L. H. 
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L. Ha. Ay marry=—=thefe are high Doings indeed, 
the Greatneſs of the Occaſion has burſt their Paſſion in- 
to Speech=— Why, Mr. Campley, when we are neat 
theſe fine Folks, you and I are but mere Sweersheartg— 
I proteft 1 never be won fo; you fliall begin again 
with me. 2 FF; Hh teD 

Cam, Pr'ythee, why doſt name vs poor Animals! 
They have forgot there are any ſuch Creatures as their 
old Acquaintance Tom and Harriot. | | 

Ld. E. So we did indeed, but you'll pardon us. 

Cam, My Lord, I never thought to ſee the Minute 
wherein | ſhould rejoice at your forgetting me, but 
ow I do heartily, . 

L. Sh. Harriet. 
L. Ha. Sharlot. Embracing. C | 
Mid. Sir, you're at the Bottom of all this —-.I1 fee 
you're ſkill'd at cloſe Coavez ances-——PI Know the 
Meaning inſtantly of theſe Intricacies; 'tfs not your 
ſ:eming Honeſty and Gravity ſhall fave you from your 
Peferts—— My HEuſband's Death was fucden-- You and 
the Burial Fellow were obſerv'd very familiar — Po- 
Guce my Huſband's Body—or PI! try you for his Mur- 
der; which J fiad you'd put on me, thou helitih En- 
ice! CR 8 
; Tru. Lock vou, Madam, I could anſwer yon, but I 
ſcorn to reproach People in Milcty——you're undone— 
Madam - | „53 
Vd. What does the Dotard mean? Produce tne Bo- 
d, Villain, or the Law ſhalt have thine for it 
[Trufty Exit haftily } Do you deſign to let the Villain 
eſ.ape? How jaſtty did your Father judge, that made 
you a Beggar with that Spirit — vou mention'd juſt 
ow 200 could not bear the Company of thofe you'd 

injer' d. | | | | 

La H. You are a Woman, Madam, and my Father's 
Widow——Bar ſore you think you've highly injur'd. 
me. 1 e 


mbracing. 


[ Here my Lord and Trafty 22 f enter and obſer ve. 

Vid. No, Sir, I have not, will not injure 50. 

I muſt obey me Will of my Deceas'd Lord to a Pit- 
"7 x Wor I Te | tie, 
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tle—I maſt juſtly pay Legacies. Your Father, in con- 

ſideration that you were his Blood, would not wholly 

alienate you —He left you, Sir, this Shilling, with 

which Eſtate you now are Earl of Brumpton 9 251 
I. d. . Infolent Woman It was not me my good 

Father diſinberited, twas him you repreſented, The 

Guilt was thine, he did an AR of juſtice, 

£ Lord Brampton entering with Truſty. 

Id. B. Oh unparallelPd Goodneſs ! | | 
Tattleaid cn Macamoiſetie ar ihe other Door entering, 
Tru. Oh Tattleaid His and our Hour is come, 
id. What do J fee; my Lord, my Matter, Huſband 
LX. B. [Turning from her, running to his Sen.] Oh my 
Boy, my Son—— Mr. Canpley—Shartor — Harriot IA 
kneeling to him.] O my Children —Oh, oh ! theſe Pafſi- 
ons are too ſtrong for my old Frame Oh, the ſweet 
Torture, my Son, my Sen! 1 mall expire in the too 
mighty Pleaſure l my Bo! iii 4 
IId. H. A Son, an Heir! a Bridegroom in one Hour! 

Oh! grant me Heaven, grant me Moderation! 
id. A Son, an Heir]! Am I neglected then? 
What ? can my Lord revive, yet dead rome? 

Only to me deeeas'd ——to me alone. Th 
Deaf to my Sighs, and ſenſeleſs to my Moan ? 

Id. B. Tis ſo long fince I have ſeen Plays, good 
Madam, that I know Rot whence thou doſt repeat, nor 
: can I anſwers = e | 
mid. You eas remember tho? a certain Settlement, in 
which Iam thy Son and Heir great Noble, that I fup= 
Poſe not taken from a Play, that's as jrrevocable as 
Law can make it, that if you ſcorn me- your Death 
and Life are eqaal— Or III tilt wear my Mourning 
*eauſe you're living. "DEA; FE2: SLIT el 

Tru. Value her not, my Lord, a prior Obligation 
made you mcapable of ſettling on her your Wife. 

+ Ld. B. Thy KinJnefs, Trih, does diftraft thee-I 
would indeed difengage my felf by any honeit Means, 
but, alas, I know n prier Gift that avoids this to her 
Oh wy Child! Re 7 


. 
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Tru, Look you, Madam, I'll come again immediate- 
ly—Be not troubled, my dear Lords [ Exit. 
Cam, Truſiy looks very confident, there is ſome good 
in that. CY "7 28 a. 
Ne. enter Truſty awith Cabinet. | 
Cab. What my Lord Brumpton living? nay then— 
Tru. Hold, Sir, you muſt not ſtir, nor can you, Sir, 
retract this for your Hand- writing - My Lord, this 
Gentleman, ſince your ſuppos'd Death, has lurk'd about 
the Houſe to ſpeak with my Lady, or Tattleaid, who 
upon your Deceaſe have ſhunn'd him, in hopes, I ſup- 
poſe, to buy him off for ever- —Now as he was 
prying about, he peep'd into your Cloſet—— where he 
ſaw your Lordſhip readin 1 with Horror, and 
believing himſelf (as well he might) the Diſturber of 
our Ghoſt for Alienation of your Fortune from your 
N writ me this Letter, wherein he acknow- 
ledges a private Marriage with this Lady, half a Year 
before you ever ſaw her. TK: 
All. How! All turn upon her diſdainfully.— 
Mid. No more a Widow then, but ftill a Wife. 
i © | Recowering from her Confuſion. 
I am thy Wife—thou Author of my Evil, 
Thou muſt partake with me an homely Board, 
An homely Board that never ſhall be chearful; 

But ev'ry Meal embitter'd with Upbraidings. 
Thou that could'> tell me, Good and Ill were Words, 
When thou could'ſt baſely let me to another, 

Vet could'ſt ſee Sprights, great Unbeliever! 
Coward ! bugg-bear'd Penitent 
Stranger henceforth to all my Joys, my Joys. 
To thy Diſhonour; deſpicable Thing, 
Diſhonour thee ? Thou voluntary Cuckold. | 
[Cabinet ea of Widow flings after him, Tattle- 
a4 e ny Os 
Ld. B. I ſee you're all confus'd as well as Ve 
are my Children I hold you all ſo. And for your 
own Uſe will ſpeak plainly to you, I cannot hate that 
Woman: Nor ſhall ſhe ever want. Tho? I ſcorn to 
bear her Injuries yet had I ne'er been mm 
| 3 1rom 
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from that low Paffion to a worthtefs Creature but 
by diſdain of her Attempt on my Friend's Child. I am 
glad that Scorn's confirm'd by her being that Fellow's 
whom for my own Sake I only will con- 
temn. Thee, Traſy, how ſhall we proſecute with equal 
Praiſe and Thanks for this great Revolution in out. 
Houſe. | 8 

Tru. Never to ſpeak on't more, my Lord. pond 
I. B. You are now, Gentleman, going into Cares 
at a Criſis in your County. . 
And on this great Occaſion 7m I'll mount 
Old Campley which thy Father gave me, 

And attend thee a chearful gay old Man, 

Into the Field to repreſent our Country. 

My rough Plebe:an Britons, not ye Slaves 

To France, ſhall mount thy Father's Son 
Upon their Shoulders. Echo loud their Joy——— 
While I and Trufty follow weeping after; | 

But be thou honeſt, firm, impartial, | 
Let neither Love, nor Hate, nor Faction move thee, 
Diſtingoiſh Words from Things, and Men from Crimes; 
Punctual be thou in Payments, not baſely DT. 
Soreen thy Faults gainſt Law, behind the 

But thou againſt my Death, muſt learn a ſupereroga - 

tory Morality, [o Lord Hardy. 
As he is to be juſt, be generous thou: 
Nor let thy reaſonable Soul be ftrack 
With Sounds and Appellations, Title is 
No more, if not ſignificant C 
Of ſomething that's Superior in thyſelf 
To other Men, of which thou may'ſt be 
Conſcious, yet not proud But if you ſwerve 
From higher Virtue than the Crowd poſſeſs, 

Know they that call thee Hononrable mock thee, 

You are to be a Peer, by Birth a judge 
Upon your Hoyour of others Lives and Fortunes; 
Becauſe that Honour's dearer than your own. 

Be oo: my Son, and be a worthy Lord: 
For when our ſhining Virtses bleſs Mankind, _ 
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We diſappoint the livid Malecontents, 
Who long to call our noble Order uſeleſs. 
Our All's in Danger, Sir, nor ſhall you dally 
Your Youth away with your fine Wives. 
No, in your Country's Cauſe you ſhall meet Death, 
While feeble we with Minds reſign'd do wait it, 
Not but I intend your Nuptials as ſoon as poſſible, to 
draw Intails and Settlements. How neceſſary ſuch. 
Things are, I had like to have been a fatal Inſtance. 
Cam. But, my Lord, here are a Couple that need not 
wait ſuch Ceremonies, Pleaſe but to fit: You've been 
extremely mov'd, and muſt be tir'd. You ſay we muſt. 
not ſpend our Time in Dalliance ; you'll ſee, my Lord, 
the Lncortain best reminds us alſo of nobler Things, 
and what I deſigned for my own Wedding, I Il compli- 
ment the General with, The Bride dances finely -— 
Trim, will you dance with her????! 1 
Trim. I would but I can't There's a Countryman 
of her's without by Accident. N 
Cam. Ay, but is he a Dancer? 2 | 
Trim. Is a Frenchman a Dancer? Is a Velſnan a 
Gentleman? I'll bring him in- : 
= [ Here a Dance and the following Songs, 


Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 
Sung by Femmie Bowin. 
1 | 


O yonder Bed ſupinely laid, 
Behold thy low'd expecting Maid 
In Tremor, Bluſbes, half in Tears, 
Much, much ſhe wiſhes, more ſhe fears, 
Tale, take her to thy faithful Arms, 
 Hymen beftows thee ow her Charms. 
; II. m 


_  Heaw'n to thee bequeaths the Fair, 

To raiſe thy Foy, and lull thy Care; 

\ Heaw'n made Grief, if mutual, ceaſe, 
But Toy divided, to increaſes; e 
To mourn with her exceeds Delight, | 

Darkne/s with her, the Joys of Light,  _. 
| „ Sung 


GRIET A-LA-MoDE, 83 


Sung by Mr. Pate. 


| | | 
Riſe, ariſe, great Dead for Arms renoaun d, 
Riſe from your Urns, and ſave your dying Story, 
Your Deeds will be in dark Oblivion prefers, | 
For Mighty EG 2 all your Glory. 


Again the Britiſh Trumpet ſounds ; 
Again Britannia bleeds ; 
To glorious Death, or comely Wound, 
Her Godlike Monarch £4 
| | IT. 

Pay us, kind Fate, the Debt you owe, 

Celeſtial Minds from Clay untie, 
Let coard Spirits dwell below, 
And only give the Brave to die. 


Td. B. Now, Gentlemen, let the Miſeries which I 
have but miraculouſly eſcap'd, admoniſh you to have al- 
ways Inclinations proper for the Stage of Life you're 
in. Don't follow Love when Nature ſeeks but Eaſe: 
Otherwiſe you'll fall into a Lethargy of your Diſhonour, 
when warm Purſuits of Glory are over with you ; for 
Fame and Reſt are utter Oppoſites. _ Hh et 


You who the Path of Honour make your Guide, 
Muſt let your Paſſion with your Blood ſubfide. 
And no untim'd Ambition, Love, or Rage 
Employ the Moments of declining Age; 

_ Elſe Boys will in your Preſence loſe their Fear, 


| Aud laugh at the Grey. head they ſhould rerere. 


E P Is... O0. G U E., 
Spoken by Lord Hardy. 
7 OFYFE, Hope and Fran Defrre, Sverfon, Rage, 5 | 


| All that can move the Soul, or can aſſuage, 
| Are drawn in Miniature of Life, the Stage. 
Here you can View your Selves, and here is ſhown, 
To what you're borne in Sufferings not your 0wny 
The Stage to Wiſdom's no Fantaſtick Way, 
Athens her/elf learn'd Virtue at a Play. 
Our Author me to Night a Soldier drew, 
But faintly writ, what warmly you furſue 2 
To his great Purpoſe, ha he equal Fire, 
He'd not aim 10 pleaje only, but inſpire 
He'd ing what hovering Fate attends our Ile, 
And from baſe Pleaſure rouſe to glorious Toll : 
Fu Time the Earth t' a new Deciſion brings, 
While William gives the Roman Eagle avings : 
With Arts, and Arms fhall Britain tamely end, 
Which naked Picts ſo bravely could defend ® 
The painted Heroes on 1h* Invaders preſs, 
And think their Wounds Adition to their Dreſs : 
In younger Years we'we been with Congueſt bleſt, 
And Paris has the Britiſh Yoke confe/''d ; 
T15't then in England, in bleſt England, 4nown, 
Her Kings are nam d from a revolted Throus ? 
But we offeud — You no Examples need, 
In Imitation of yourſelves proceed; 
Zis you your Country's Honour muſt ſeture, 
Be all your Actions worthy of Namur: 
With gentle Fires your Gallantry improve, 
Courage is Brutal, if untouch'd with Love : 
1f ſoon our utmoſ} Bravery's not diſþplay'd, 
Think that bright Circle muſt be Captives made; 
Let Thoughts of ſaving them cur Toils Beguile, 
And they reward our Labours with a Smile. | 


IVSEV] 
ZRITAN 
ICY 


